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CHAPTER I. 

LBVITICAL. 

Of late years^ an abundant shower of curates has 
fallen upon the north of England: they lie very 
thick on the hills ; every parish has one or more of 
them; they are young enough to be very active^ 
and ought to be doing a great deal of good. But 
not of late years are we about to speak; we are 
going back to the beginning of this century; late 
years — ^present years are dusty, sun-burnt, hot, arid ; 
we will evade the noon, forget it in siesta, pass the 
mid-day in slumber, and dream of dawn. 

K you think, fir om this prelude, that anything like 
a romance is preparing for you, reader, you never 
were more mistaken. Do you anticipate sentiment, 
and poetry, and reverie? Do you expect passion, 
and stimulus, and melodrama? Cahn your expec- 
tations; reduce them to a lowly standard. Some- 
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2 SHIRLEY. 

thing real, cool, and solid, lies before you; some- 
thing unromantic as Monday morning, when all who 
have work wake with the consciousness that they 
must rise and betake themselves thereto. It is 
not positively affirmed that you shall not have a 
taste of the exciting, perhaps towards the middle and 
close of the meal, but it is resolved that the first 
dish set upon the table shall be one that a Catholic 
— ay, even an Anglo-Catholic — ^might eat on Good- 
Friday in Passion Week: it shall be cold lentiles 
and vinegar without oil ; it shall be unleavened bread 
with bitter herbs and no roast lamb. 

Of late years, I say, an abundant shower of cu- 
rates has fallen upon the north of England ; but in 
^ighteen-hundred-eleven-twelve that afBuent rain had 
not descended : curates were scarce then : there was 
no Pastoral Aid — ^no Additional Curates' Society to 
stretch a helping hand to worn-out old rectors and 
incumbents, and give them the wherewithal to pay a 
vigorous young colleague from Oxford or Cambridge. 
The present successors of the apostles, disciples of 
Dr. Pusey and tools of the Propaganda, were at that 
time being hatched under cradle-blankets, or under- 
going regeneration by nursery-baptism in wash-hand- 
basins. You could not have guessed by looking at 
any one of them that the Italian-ironed double friUs 
of its net cap surrounded the brows of a pre-ordained, 
specially-sanctified successor of St. Paul, St. Peter, 
or St. John; nor could you have foreseen in the 
folds of its long night-gown the white surplice in 
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which it was heres^er cruelly to exercise the souls 
of its parishioners, and strangely to nonplus its old* 
fiishioned vicar by flourishing aloft in a pulpit the 
shirt-like raiment which had never before waved 
higher than the reading-desk. 

Yet even in those days of scarcity there were 
curates : the precious plant was rare^ but it might be 
found. A certain favoured district in the West 
Biding of Yorkshire could boast three rods of Aaron 
blossoming within a drcuit of twenty miles* You 
shall see them, reader. Step into this neat garden- 
house on the skirts of Whinbury> walk forward into 
the little parlour — ^there they are at dinner. Allow 
me to introduce them to you : — Mr. Donne, curate 
of Whinbury; Mr. Malone, curate of Briarfield; 
Mr. Sweeting, curate of Nunnely. These are Mr. 
Donne's lodgings, being the habitation of one John 
Gale, a small clothier. Mr. Donne has kindly invited 
his brethren to regale with Imn. You and I will join 
the party, see what is to be seen, and hear what is 
to be heard. At present, however, they are only 
eating ; and while they eat we will talk aside. 

These gentlemen are in the bloom of youth ; they 
possess all the activity of that interesting age — an 
activity which their moping old vicars would fain 
turn into the channel of their pastoral duties, often 
expressing a wish to see it expended in a diligent 
superintendence of the schools, and in frequent visits 
to the sick of theii* respective parishes. But the 
youthfiil Levites feel this to be dull work; they 
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prefer lavishing their energies on a course of pro- 
ceeding whigh — ^though to other eyes it appear more 
heavy with ennui^ more cursed with monotony, than 
the toil of the weaver at his loom, seems to yield 
them an unfailing supply of enjoyment and occu- 
pation. 

I allude to a rushing backwards and forwards, 
amongst themselves,, to and from their respective 
lodgings : not a round — but a triangle of visits, 
which they keep up all the year through, in winter, 
spring, summer, and autumn. Season and weather 
make no difference ; with unintelligible zeal they 
dare snow and hail, wind and rain, mire and dust, to 
go and dine, or drink tea, or sup with each other. 
What attracts them, it would be difficult to say. It 
is not friendship ; for whenever they meet they 
quarrel. It is not religion; the thing is never 
named amongst them : theology they may discuss 
occasionally, but piety — ^never. It is not the love 
of eating and drinking ; each might have as good a 
joint and pudding, tea as potent, and toast as succu- 
lent, at his own lodgmgs, as is served to him at his 
brother's. Mrs. Gtde, Mrs. Hogg, and Mrs. Whipp 
— ^their respective landladies — ^affirm that *' it is just 
for nought else but to give folk trouble.'* By '*folk" 
the good ladies of course mean themselves, for indeed 
they are kept in a continual "fry" by this system of 
mutual invasion. 

Mr. Donne and his guests, as I have said, are at 
dinner; Mrs. Gale waits on them, but a spark of 
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the hot kitchen fire is in her eye. She considers 
that the privaege of inviting a friend to a meal 
occasionally^ without additional charge (a privilege 
included in the terms on which she lets her lodgings)/ 
has been quite sufficiently exercised of late. The 
present week is yet but at Thursday, and on Mon- 
day Mr. Malone, the curate of Briarfield, came to 
breakfast and stayed dinner ; on Tuesday Mr. Ma- 
lone and Mr. Sweeting, of Nunnely, came to tea, 
remained to supper, occupied the spare bed, and 
favoured her with their company to breakfast on 
Wednesday morning: now, on Thursday, they are 
both here at dinner ; and she is almost certain they 
will stay all night. ** C'en est trop," she would say, 
if she could speak French. 

Mr. Sweeting is mincing the slice of roast beef on 
his plate, and complaining that it is very tough; 
Mr. Donne says the beer is flat. Ay I that is the 
worst of it. If they would only be civil, Mrs. Gale 
wouldn't mind it so much ; if they would only seem 
satisfied with what they get, she wouldn't care, but 
** these young parsons is so high and so scornful, 
they set everybody beneath their fit; they treat 
her with less than civility, just because she doesn't 
keep a servant, but does the work of the house her- 
self, as her mother did afore her: then they are 
always speaking against Yorkshire ways and York- 
shire folk," and by that very token Mrs, Gale does 
not believe one of them to be a real gentleman, or 
come of gentle kin, " The old parsons is worth the 
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whole lump of college lads ; they know what be- 
langs good manners^ aad is kind to high and low." 

"More bread!" cries Mr. Malone, in a tone 
which, though prolonged but to utter two syllables, 
proclaims him at once a native of the land of sham- 
rocks and potatoes. Mrs. Gale hates Mr* Malone 
more than either of the other two, but she fears him 
also, for he is a tall, strongly-built personage, with 
real Irish legs and arms, and a &ce as genuinely 
national ; not the Milesian face — ^not Daniel O'Con* 
nel's style, but the high-featured. North- American- 
Indian sort of visage, which belongs to a certain 
class of the Irish gentry, and has a petrified and 
proud look, better suited to the owner of an estate 
of slaves, than to the landlord of a free peasantry. 
Mr. Malone's father termed himself a gentleman : he 
was poor and in debt, and besottedly arrogant ; and 
his son was like him. 

Mrs. Gale offered the loaf. 

** Cut it, woman," said her guest ; and the ** wo- 
man" cut it accordingly. Had she followed her 
inclinations, she would have cut the parson also; 
her Yorkshire soul revolted absolutely from his man- 
ner of command. 

The curates had good appetites, and though the 
beef was *' tough," they ate a great deal of it. They 
swallowed, too, a tolerable allowance of the '^ flat 
beer," while a dish of Yorkshire pudding, and two 
tureens of vegetables, disappeared like leaves before 
locusts. The cheese, too, received distinguished 
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maxks of their attention ; and a ** spice-Gake>" which 
followed by way of desBert, vanished like a vision^ 
and was no more found. Its elegy was chanted in 
the kitchen by Abraham, Mrs. Gale's son and heir^ 
a youth of six simuners ; he had reckoned upon the 
reverdon thereof, and when his molher brought 
down the empty platter, he lifted up his voice and 
wept sore. 

The curates, meantime, sat and sipped their wine, 
a liquor of unpretending vintage, moderately en- 
joyed. Mr. Malone, indeed, would much rather have 
had whisky; but Mr. Donne, being an English* 
man, did not keep the beverage. While they sipped, 
they argued, not on politics, nor on philosophy, nor 
on literature ; these topics were now as ever totally 
without interest for them; not even on theologyj 
practical or doctrinal; but on minute points of ec* 
clesiastical discipline, frivolities which seemed empty 
as bubbles to all save themselves. Mr. Malone, who 
contrived to secure two glasses of wine, when his 
brethren contented themselves with one, waxed by 
degrees hilarious after his fashion ; that is, he grew 
a little insolent, said rude things in a hectoring tone, 
and laughed clamorously at his own brilliancy- 
Each of his companions became in turn his butt. 
Malone had a stock of jokes at their service, whidi 
he was accustomed to serve out regularly on con- 
vivial occasions like the present, seldom varying his 
wit ; for which, indeed, there was no necessity, as he 
never appeared to consider himself monotonous, and 
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did not at all care what others thought Mr. Donne, 
he favoured with hints about his extreme meagre- 
ness> aQusions to his tumed-up nose, cutting sarcasms 
on a certain threadbare chocolate surtout, which that 
gentleman was accustomed to sport whenever it 
rained, or seemed likely to rain, and criticisms on 
a choice set of cockney phrases, and modes of pro- 
nimciation, Mr. Donne's own property, and certainly 
deserving of remark for the elegance and finish they 
conmiunicated to his style. 

Mr, Sweeting was bantered about his stature, he 
was a little man, a mere boy in height and breadth 
compared with the athletic Malone, rallied on his 
musical accomplishments, he played the flute and 
sang hymns like a seraph (some young ladies of his 
parish thought), sneered at as "the lady's pet," teased 
about his mama and sisters, for whom poor Mr. 
Sweeting had some lingering regard, and of whom 
he was foolish enough now and then to speak in the 
presence of the priestly Paddy, from whose anatomy 
the bowels of natural affection had somehow been 
omitted. 

The victims met these attacks each in his own 
way, Mr. Donne with a stilted self-complacency, and 
half-sullen phlegm, the sole props of his otherwise 
somewhat rickety dignity ; Mr. Sweeting, with the 
indifference of a light, easy disposition, which never 
professed to have any dignity to maintain. 

When Malone's raillery became rather too offen- 
fflve, which it soon did, they joined in an attempt to 
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turn the tables on him, by asking him how many 
boys had shouted " Irish Peter!" after him, as he 
came along the road that day (Malone's name was 
Peter — ^the Rev, Peter Augustus Malone); requesting 
to be informed whether it was the mode in Ireland 
for clergymen to carry loaded pistols in their pockets, 
and a shillelagh in their hands, when they made pas- 
toral visits ; inquiring the signification of such words, 
as vele, firrum, helium, storrum (so Mr. Malone in- 
variably pronounced veil, firm, helm, storm,) and 
employing such other methods of retaliation as the 
innate refinement of their minds suggested. 

This, of course, would not do. Malone, being 
neither good-natured nor phlegmatic, was presently 
in a towering passion. He vociferated, gesticulated ; 
Donne and Sweeting laughed. He reviled them as 
Saxons and snobs at the very top pitch of his high 
Celtic voice ; they taunted him with being the native 
of a conquered land. He menaced rebellion in the 
name of his ^^ counthry," vented bitter hatred against 
English rule ; they spoke of rags, beggary, and pes- 
tilence. The little parlour was in an uproar; you 
would have thought a duel must follow such virulent 
abuse ; it seemed a wonder that Mr. and Mrs. Gale 
did not tal^e alarm at the noise, and send for a con- 
stable to keep the peace. But they were accustomed 
to such demonstrations ; they well knew that the 
curates never dined or took tea together without a 
little exercise of the sort, and were quite easy as to 
consequences; knowing that these clerical quarrels 
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were as harmless as they were noisy ; that they re- 
sulted in nothing ; and that, on whatever terms the 
curates might part to-night, they would be sure to 
meet the best friends in the world to-morrow 
mormng. 

As the worthy pair were sitting by their kitchen 
fire, listening to the repeated and sonorous contact of 
Malone's fist with the mahogany plane of the parlour 
table, and to the consequent start and jingle of 
decanters and glasses following each assault, to the 
mocking laughter of the allied English disputants, 
and the stuttering declamation of the isolated Hiber- 
nian, — as they thus sat, a foot was heard on the 
outer door-step, and the knocker quivered to a sharp 
appeal 

Mr. Gale went and opened. 

"Whom have you up-stairs in the parlour?" 
asked a voice; a rather remarkable voice, nasal in 
tone, abrupt in utterance. 

"Oh I Mr. Helstone, is it you, sir? I could 
hardly see you for the darkness ; it is so soon dark 
now. Will you walk in, sir?" 

** I want to know first whether it is worth my 
while walking in. Whom have you up-stairs ?" 

^* The curates, sir." 

"WhatI aU of them?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Been dining here?" 

" Yes, sm" 

" That will do." 
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With these words a person entered, — a middle- 
aged man, in black. He walked straight across the 
kitchen to an inner door, opened it, inclined his head 
forward, and stood listening. There waa something 
to listen to, for the noise aboye was just then louder 
than ever. 

**Hey!" he ejaculated to himself; then, turning 
to Mr. Gale, — ** Have you often this sort of work ?'* 

Mr. Gale had been a churchwarden, and was 
indulgent to the clergy. 

^* They're young, you know, sir, — ^they're young,** 
said he, deprecatingly. 

** Young I They want caning. Bad boys! — ^bad 
boys ! and if you were a Dissenter, John GtJe, instead 
of being a good Churchman, they'd do the like; — 
ihey 'd expose themselves : but I 'U " 

By way of finish to this sentence, he passed 
dirough the inner door, drew it after him, and 
mounted the stair. Again he Estened a few minutes 
when he arrived at the upper room. Making entrance 
without warning, he stood before the curates* 

And they were silent ; they were transfixed ; and 
so was the. invader. He, — a personage short of 
stature, but straight of port, and bearing on broad 
shoulders a hawk's head, beak, and eye, the whole 
surmounted by a Bheoboam, or shovel-hat, which he 
did not seem to think it necessary to lift or remove 
before the presence in which he then stood, — he 
folded his arms on his chest and surveyed his young 
friends — if friends they were — much at his leisure* 
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**Whatl" he began, delivering his words in a 
voice no longer nasal, but deep, — ^more than deep,— • 
a voice made purposely hollow and cavernous ; 
" What ! has the miracle of Pentecost been renewed ? 
Have the cloven tongues come down again? Where 
are they? The soimd filled the whole house just 
now. I heard the seventeen languages in full action : 
— Parthians, and Medes, and Elamites, the dwellers 
in Mesopotamia, and in JudaBa, and Cappadocia, in 
Pontus and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia, in 
Egypt and in the parts of Lybia about Cyrene, 
strangers of Rome, Jews and proselytes, Cretes 
and Arabians ; — every one of these must have had 
its representative in this room two minutes since." 

" I beg your pardon, Mr. Helstone," began Mr. 
Donne; "take a seat, pray, sir. Have a glass of 
wine ? " 

His civilities received no answer: the falcon in 
the black coat proceeded: — 

"What do 1 talk about the gift of tongues? 
Gift, indeed ! I mistook the chapter, and book, and 
testament: — Gospel for law. Acts for Genesis, the 
city of Jerusalem for the plain of Shinar. It was no 
gift, but the confusion of tongues which has gabbled 
me deaf as a post. You, apostles? What! — you 
three ? Certainly not : — three presumptuous Baby- 
lonish masons, — neither more nor less I" 

** I assure you, sir, we were only having a little 
chat together over a glass of wine, after a friendly 
dinner : — settling the Dissenters." 
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" Oh ! settling the Dissenters — ^were you ? Was 
Malone settling the Dissenters ? It sounded to me 
much more like settling his co-apostles. You were 
quarrelling together ; making almost as much noise 
— you three alone — as Moses Barraclough, the 
preaching tailor^ and all his hearers^ are making in 
the methodist chapel down yonder, where they are in 
the thick of a revival. I know whose fault it is — ^it 
is yours, Malone." 

**Mine! sir?" 

" Yours, sir. Donne and Sweeting were quiet 
before you came, and would be quiet if you were 
gone. I wish when you crossed the Channel, you 
had left your Irish habits behind you. Dublin 
student ways won't do here : the proceedings which 
might pass unnoticed in a wild bog and mountain 
district in Connaught will, in a decent English 
parish, bring diegrace on those who indulge in them, 
and, what is far worse, on the sacred institution of 
which they are merely the humble appendages." 

There was a certain dignity in the little elderly 
gentleman's manner of rebuking these youths; 
though it was not, perhaps, quite, the dignity most 
appropriate to the occasion. Mr. Helstone — stand- 
ing straight as a ramrod — ^looking keen as a kite, 
presented, despite his clerical hat, black coat, and 
gaiters, more the air of a veteran officer chiding his 
subalterns, than of a venerable priest exhorting his 
sons in the faith. Gospel mildness — apostolic 
benignity, never seemed to have breathed their 
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influence oyer that keen brown visage ; but firmness 
had fixed the features, and sagacity had carved her 
own lines about them. 

'^ I met Supplehough," he continued, *^ plodding 
through the mud this wet night, going to preach at 
Milldean opposition shop. As I told you^ I heard 
Barraclough bellowing in the midst of a conventicle 
like a possessed bull; and I find you^ gentlemen, 
tarrying over your half pint of muddy port-wine, 
and scolding like angry old women. No wonder 
Supplehough should have dipped sixteen adult con- 
verts in a day — ^which he did a fortnight since; no 
wonder Barradough, scamp and hypocrite as he is, 
should attract all the weaver-girls, in their flowers 
and ribbons, to witness how much harder are his 
knuckles than the wooden brim of his tub; as little 
wonder that yaw, when you are left to yourselves, 
without your rectors — ^myself, and HaU, and Boultby 
—to back you, should too often perform the holy 
service of our church to bare walls, and read your 
bit of a dry discourse to the clerk, and the organist, 
and the beadle. But enough of the subject : I came 
to see Malone — I have an errand unto thee, O cap- 
tain!" 

"What is it?" inquired Malone discontentedly; 
" there can be no funeral to take at this time of 
day." 

Have you any arms about you ? " 

Arms, ar? — ^yes, and legs:" and he advanced 
the mighty members. 
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^' Bah ! weapons, I mean." 
** I have the pistols you gave me yourself: I never 
part with them: I lay them ready cocked on a chair 
by my bedside at night. I have my blackthorn.'* 
Very good. Will you go to Hollow's-mill?" 
What is stirring at HoUow's-mill ?" 
Nothing as yet, nor perhaps will be : but Moore 
is alone there. He has sent all the workmen he can 
trust to Stilbro'; there are only two women left 
about the place : it would be a nice opportunity for 
any of his well-wishers to pay him a visit, if they 
knew how straight the path was made before them." 
** I am none of his well-wishers, sir : I don't care 
for him." 

Soh! Malcme, you are a&aid?" 
You know me better than that. If I really 
thought there was a chance of a row, I would go : 
but Moore is a strange, shy man, whom I never pre- 
tend to imderstand ; and, for the sake of his sweet 
company only, I would not stir a step." 

^^ But there is a chance of a row, if a positive 
riot does not take place— of wMch, indeed, J see no 
signs; yet it is unlikely this night will pass quite 
tranquilly. You know Moore has resolved to have 
the new machinery, and he expects two waggon 
loads of £rames and shears from Stilbro' this evening. 
Scott, the overlooker, and a few picked men, are 
gone to fetch them." 

" They wUl bring them in safely and quietly 
enough, sir." 
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^^ Moore says so^ and affirms he wants nobody : 
some one, however, he must have, if it were only to 
bear evidence in case anything should happen. I 
call him very careless. He sits in the counting- 
house with the shutters unclosed ; he goes out here 
and there after dark, wanders right up the hollow, 
down Fieldhead-lane, among the plantations, just as 
if he were the darling of the neighbourhood, or- — 
being, as he is, its detestation — ^bore a * charmed 
life ' as they say in tale-books. He takes no warn- 
ing from the fate of Pearson, nor from that of 
Armitage — shot one in his own house and the other 
on the moor." 

" But he should take warning, sir, and use pre- 
cautions too," interposed Mr. Sweeting; "and I 
think he would, if he heard what I heard the other 
day." 

" What did you here, Davy ?" 

" You know Mike Hartley, sir?" 

" The Antinomian weaver? Yes." 

" When Mike has been drinking for a few weeks 
together, he generally winds up by a visit to 
Nunnely vicarage, to tell Mr. Hall a piece of his 
mind about his sermons, to denounce the horrible 
tendency of his doctrine of works, and warn him 
that he and all his hearers are sitting in outer dark- 
ness." 

" Well — ^that has nothing to do with Moore." 

" Besides being an Antinomian, ^he is a violent 
Jacobin and leveller, sir." 
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** I know. When he is very drunk, his mind is 
always numing on regicide. Mike is not unac- 
quainted with history, and it is rich to hear him 
going over the Kst of tyrants of whom, as he says, 
^ the revenger of blood has obtained satisfaction.' 
The fellow exults strangely in murder done on 
crowned heads, or on any head for political reasons. 
I have already heard it hinted that he seems to have 
a queer hankering after Moore: is that what you 
allude to. Sweeting?" 

" You use the proper term, sir. Mr. Hall thinks 
he has no personal hatred of Moore ; he says he even 
likes to talk to him, and run after him, but he has a 
Aohkerinff that he should be made an example of. 
He was extolling him to Mr. Hall the other day as 
the mill-owner with the most brains in Yorkshire, 
and for that reason he affirms he should be chosen as 
a sacrifice, an oblation of a sweet savour. Is Mike 
Hartley in his right mind, do you think, sir?" in- 
quired Sweeting, simply. 

" Can't teU, Davy ; he may be crazed or he may 
be only crafty — or, perhaps, a little of both." 

** He talks of seeing visions, sir." 

" Ay I He is a very Ezekiel or Daniel for 
visions. He came just when I was going to bed^ 
last Friday night, to describe one that had been 
revealed to him in Nimnely Park that very after- 
noon." 

** TeU it, sir— what was it ?" urged Sweeting. 

** Davy, thou hast an enormous organ of Wonder 
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In thy craiuTim ; Malone^ you see, has none ; neither 
murders nor visions interest him: see what a big, 
vacant Saph, he looks at this moment 

« Saph I Who was Saph, sir ?" 

** I thought you would not know : you may find it 
out : it is biblical I know nothing more of him 
than his name and race ; but from a boy upwards, I 
have always attached a personality to Saph. Depend 
on it he was honest,, heavy, and luckless ; he met his 
end at Gob, by the hand of SibbechaL" 

** But the vision, sir ?" 

^^ Davy, thou shalt hear. Donne is biting his 
nails, and Malone yawning; so I will tell it but to 
thee. Mike is out of work, like many others, unfor- 
tunately ; Mr. Grame, Sir Philip Nuimely's steward, 
gave biTTi a job about the priory : according to his 
account, he was busy hedging rather late in the 
afternoon, but before dark, when he heard what he 
thought was a band at a distance, bugles, fifes, and 
the sound of a trumpet ; it came from the forest, and 
he wondered that there should be music there. He 
looked up: all amongst the trees he saw moving 
objects, red, like poppies, or white, like May-blos- 
som ; the wood was fiill of them ; they poured out 
and filled the park. He then perceived they were 
soldiers — ^thousands and tens of thousands, but they 
made no more noise than a swarm of midges 
on a summer evening. They formed in order, he 
affirmed, and marched, regiment after regiment> 
across the park; he followed them to Nunnely 
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Common; the music still played soft and distant. 
On the eonmion he watched them go through a 
number of evolutions^ a man clothed in scarlet stood 
in the centre and directed them ; they extended, he 
declared^ over fifty acres ; they were in sight half an 
hour; then they marched away quite silently— 
the whole time he heard neither voice nor tread- 
nothing but the faint music playing a solemn 
march." 

" Where did they go, sir?" 

** Towards Briarfield; Mike followed them ; they 
seemed passing Fieldhead, when a column of smoke, 
such as might be vomited by a park of artillery, 
spread noiseless over the fields, the road, the com- 
mon, and rolled, he said, blue and dim to his very 
feet. As it cleared away he looked again for the 
soldiers, but they were vanished; he saw them no 
more. Mike, like a wise Daniel as he is, not only 
rehearsed the vision, but gave the interpretation 
thereof: it signifies, he intimated^ bloodshed and 
dvil conflict,'' 

Do you credit it, sir?" asked Sweeting. 
Do you, Davy? But come, Malone, why are 
you not off?" 

" I am rather surprised, sir, you did not stay with 
Moore yourself; you like this kind of thing." 

" So I should have done, had I not unfortunately 
happened to engage Boultby to sup with me on 
his way home from the Bible Society meeting at 
Nunnely. I promised to send you as my substi- 

c 2 






20 SHIELEY. 

tjite, for which, by-the-by, he did not thank me ; 
he would much rather have had me than you, Peter. 
Should there be any real need of help, I shall join 
you; the mill^bell will gire warning. Meantime 
go, unless (turning suddenly to Messrs. Sweeting 
and Donne), — ^unless Davy Sweeting or Joseph 
Donne prefers going. What do you say, gentle* 
men? Xhe:conmiission is an honourable one, not 
without the seasoning of a little real peril, for the 
country is in a queer state, as you all know, and 
Moore and his mill, and his machinery, are held in 
sufficient odium. There are chivahic sentiments, 
there is high-beating courage under those waistcoats 
of yours, I doubt not. Perhaps I am too partial to 
my favourite, Peter ; little David shall be the cham- 
pion or spotless Joseph. Malone, you are but a 
great floundering Saul after all, good only to lend 
your armour: out with your fire-arms, fetch your 
shilldagh ; it is there — ^in the comer." 

With a significant grin, Malone produced his pis- 
tols, offering one to each of his brethren: they 
were not readily seized on. With graceftd modesty, 
eadi gentleman retired a step from the presented 
weapon. 

'* I never touch them : I never did touch anything 
of the kind," said Mr. Donne. 

^' I am almost a stranger to Mr. Moore,*' mur- 
mured Sweeting. 

" K you never touched a pistol, try the feel of it 
now, great satrapW l^gypt* As to the little min- 
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strel, he probably prefers encountering the Phili- 
stines with no other weapon than his flute. Get 
their hats, Peter; they'll both of 'em go." 

** No, sir ; no, Mr. Helstone ; my mother wouldn't 
like it," pleaded Sweeting. 

" And I make it a rule never to get mixed up in 
aflFairs of the kind," observed Donne. 

Helstone smiled sardonically; Malone laughed a 
horse-lau_gh. He then replaced his arms, took his 
hat and cudgel, and saying that " he never felt more 
in tune for a shindy in his life, and that he wished 
a score of greasy cloth-dressers nodght beat up 
Moore's quarters that night," he made his exit, 
clearing the stairs at a stride or two, and making 
the house shake with the bang of the front-door 
behind him. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE WAGGONS. 

The evening was pitcli-<Jark : star and moon were 
quenched in gray rain-clouds — ^gray they would have 
been by day ; by night they looked sable. Malone 
was not a man given to close observation of Nature ; 
her changes passed, for the most part, imnoticed by 
him ; he could walk miles on the most varying April 
day, and never see the beautiful dallying of earth 
and heaven, never mark when a sunbeam kissed 
the hill-tops, making them smile clear in green light, 
or when a shower wept over them, hiding their crests 
with the low-hanging, dishevelled tresses of a cloud. 
He did not, therefore, care to contrast the sky as it 
now appeared — a muffled, streaming vault, all black, 
save where, towards the east, the furnaces of Stilbro 
iron-works threw a tremulous lurid shimmer on the 
horizon — ^with the same sky on an unclouded frosty 
night. He did not trouble himself to ask where the 
constellations and the planets were gone, or to regret 
the ** black-blue" serenity of the air-ocean which 
those white islets stud, and which another ocean, of 
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heavier and denser element^ now rolled below and 
concealed. He just doggedly pursued his way, lean- 
ing a little forward as he walked, and wearing his 
hat on the back of his head, as his Irish manner was. 
^ Tramp, tramp," he went along the causeway, where 
the road boasted the privilege of such an accommo- 
dation ; '^ splash, splash," through the mire-filled 
cart-ruts, where the flags were exchanged for soft 
mud. He looked but for certain landmarks, the 
spire of Briarfield church ; fiirther on, the lights of 
Bed House. This was an inn ; and when he reached 
it, the glow of a fire through a half-curtained window, 
a vision of glasses on a round table, and of revellers 
on an oaken settle had nearly drawn aside the curate 
from his course. He thought longingly of a tumbler 
of whisky-and-water : in a strange place, he would 
instantly have realized the dream ; but the company 
assembled in that kitchen were Mr. Helstone's own 
parishioners; they all knew him. He sighed, and 
passed on. 

The high road was now to be quitted, as the 
remaining distance to Hollow's-mill might be con- 
siderably reduced by a short cut across fields. These 
fields were level and monotonous: Malone took a 
direct course through them, jumping hedge and walL 
He passed but one building here, and that seemed 
large and hall-like, though irregular : you could see a 
high gable, then a long front, then a low gable, then 
a thick, lofty stack of chimneys: there were some 
trees behind it. It was dark; not a candle shone 



24 SHIBLEY. 

firom iany window ; it was absolutely Btill : the rain 
running from the eaves, and the rather wild, but 
very low whistle of the wind round the chimneys 
and through the boughs, were the sole sounds in its 
neighbourhood. 

This building passed, the fields, hitherto flat, de- 
clined in a rapid descent : evidently a vale lay below, 
through which you could hear the water run* One 
light glimmered in the depth: for that beacon 
Malone steered. 

He came to a little white house — ^you could see it 
was white even through this dense darkness — and 
knocked at the door. A fresh-faced servant opened 
it; by the candle she held was revealed a narrow 
passage, tenmnating in a narrow stair. Two doors 
covered with crimson baize, a strip of crimson carpet 
down the steps, contrasted with light-coloured walls, 
and white floor, made the little interior look dean 
and fresh. 

" Mr. Moore is at home, I suppose ?" 

" Yes, sir, but he is not in." 

« Not in ! Where is he then ? " 

** At the mill — ^in the counting-house." 

Here one of the crimson doors opened. 

^^ Are the waggons come, Sarah?" asked a female 
voice, and a female head at the same time was ap- 
parent. It might not be the head of a goddess — 
indeed a screw of curl-paper on each side the temples 
quite forbade that supposition — ^but neither was it 
the head of a Gorgon ; yet Malone seemed to take it 
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in the latter light* Big as he was, he shrank bash- 
fuJlj back into the rain at the view thereof; and 
sajing, ^^ I 'U go to him," hurried in seeming trepida* 
tion down a short lane, across an obscure yard, 
towards a huge black milL 

The work-hours were over; the '^hands'' were 
gone ; the machinery was at rest ; the mill shut up. 
Malone walked round it; somewhere in its great 
sooty flank he found another chink of light; he 
knocked at another door, using for the purpose the 
thick end of his shillela^ with which he beat a 
rousing tattoa A key turned ; Ihe door unclosed. 

**I8 it Joe Scott? What news of the waggons, 
Joe?" 

No, — ^it 's myself. Mr. Helstone would send me." 
Oh ! Mr. Malone." The voice in uttering this 
name had the slightest possible cadence of disap- 
pointment. After a moment's pause, it continued, 
politely, but a little formally : — 

^'I beg you will come in, Mr. Malone. I r^et 
extremely Mr. Helstone shotdd have thought it 
necessary to trouble you so far ; there was no neces- 
sity; — I told him so, — and on such a night — ^but 
walk'forwards." 

Through a dark apartment, of aspect undistin- 
guishable, Malone followed the speaker into a light 
and bright room within; very Ught and bright 
indeed it seemed to eyes which for the last hour had 
been striving to penetrate the double darkness of 
night and fog ; but except for its excellent fire, and 
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for a lamp of elegant design and vivid lustre burning 
on a table^ it was a very plain place. The boarded 
floor was carpetless; the three or four stiff-backed 
green-painted chairs seemed once to have furnished 
the kitchen of some farm-house ; a desk of strong, 
solid formation, the table aforesaid, and some framed 
sheets on the stone-coloured walls, bearing plans for 
building, for gardening, designs of machinery, &c., 
completed the ftumiture of the place. 

Plain as it was, it seemed to satisfy Malone, who, 
when he had removed and hung up his wet surtout 
and hat, drew one of the rheumatic-looking chairs to 
the hearth, and set his knees almost within the bars 
of the red grate. 

" Comfortable quarters you have here, Mr. Moore, 
and all snug to yourself." 

" Yes ; but my sister would be glad to see you, if 
you would prefer stepping into the house." 

" Oh, no ! the ladies are best alone* I never was 
a lady's man. You don't mistake me for my friend 
Sweeting, do you, Mr. Moore?" 

"Sweeting! — which of them is that? The 
gentleman in the chocolate over-coat, or the little 
gentleman?" 

" The little one ; — he of Nunnely ; — ^the cavalier 
of the Misses Sykes, with the whole six of whom he 
is in love, ha! ha!" 

" Better be generally in love with all than specially 
with one, I should think, in that quarter." 

*^ But he is specially in love with one besides, for 
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when I and Donne urged him to make a choice 
amongst the fair bevy, he named — which do you 
think?^ 

With a queer, quiet smile, Mr. Moore replied, 
**Dora, of course, or Harriet." 

"Ha! hal you've an excellent guess; but what 
made you hit on those two?" 

^^ Because they are the tallest, the handsomest; 
and Dora, at least, is the stoutest; and as your 
friend, Mr. Sweeting, is but a little, slight figure, I 
concluded that, according to a frequent. rule in such 
cases, he preferred his contrast." 

" You are right ; Dora it is : but he has no chance, 
has he, Moore?" 

" What has Mr. Sweeting, besides his curacy?" 

This question seemed to tickle Malone amazingly ; 
he laughed for full three minutes before he an- 
swered it. 

*^ What has Sweeting ? Why David has his harp, 
or flute, which comes to the same thing. He has a 
sort of pinchbeck watch; ditto, ring; ditto, eye- 
glass : that 's what he has." 

**How would he propose to keep Miss Sykes 
in gowns only?" 

"Hal hal Excellent! I'll ask him that next 
time I see him. I '11 roast him for his presumption ; 
but no doubt he expects old Christopher Sykes 
would do something handsome. He is rich, is he 
not ? They live in a large house." 

" Sykes carries on an extensive concern." 



28 SHIBLET. 

" Therefore he must be wealthy, eh?" 

** Therefore he must have plenty to do with his 
wealth : and in these times would be about as likely 
to think of drawing money from the business to give 
dowries to his daughters, as I should be to dream of 
pulling down the cottage there, and constructing on 
its ruins a house as large as Fieldhead." 

** Do you know what I heard, Moore, the other 
day?" 

*^ No : perhaps that I was about to effect some 
such change. Your JBriarfield gossips are capable of 
saying that or sillier things." 

" That you were going to take Fieldhead on a 
lease — I thought it looked a dismal place, by-the-by, 
to-night, as I passed it — and that it was your inten- 
tion to settle a Miss Sykes there as mistress ; to be 
married, in short, ha! ha! Now, which is it ? Dora 
— ^I am sure ; you said she was the handsomest." 

** I wonder how often it has been settled that I 
was to be married since I came to Briarfield I They 
have assigned me every marriageable single woman 
by turns in the district. Now it was the two Misses 
Wynns — ^first the dark, then the light one. Now the 
red-haired Miss Armitage, then the mature Ann 
Pearson ; at present you throw on my shoulders all 
the tribe of the Misses Sykes. On what grounds this 
gossip rests, God knows. I visit nowhere — I seek 
female society about as assiduously as you do, Mr. 
Malone ; if ever I go to Whinbury, it is only to give 
Sykes or Pearson a call in their counting-house, where 
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our^lifiCussioiiB run on other topics than matrimony, 
and our thoughts are occupied with other things 
than courtships, establishments, dowries. The cloth 
we can't sell, the hands we can't employ, the mills 
we can't run, the perverse course of events generally, 
which we cannot alter, fill our hearts, I take it, pretty 
well at present, to the tolerably complete exclusion 
of such figments as love-making, &c" 

"I go along with you completely, Moore. If 
there is one notion I hate more than another, it is 
that of marriage ; I mean marriage in the vulgar weak 
sense, as a mere matter of sentiment ; two beggarly 
fools agreeing to unite their indigence by some fan- 
tastic tie of feeling — ^humbug ! But an advantageous 
connection, such as can be formed in consonance with 
dignity of views, and permanency of soUd interests, 
is not so bad — eh ?" 

"No," responded Moore, in an absent manner; 
the subject seemed to have no interest for him : he 
did not pursue it. After sitting for some time 
gasdng at the fire with a preoccupied air, he sud- 
denly turned his head. 

** Hark ! " said he : ** did you hear wheels ?" 

Bising, he went to the window, opened it, and 
listened. He soon closed it. *^ It is only the sound 
of the wind rising," he remarked, "and the rivulet 
a little swollen, rushing down the hollow. I ex- 
pected those waggons at six ; it is near nine now." 

" Seriously, do you suppose that the putting up 
of this new machinery will bring you into danger ?" 
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inquired Malone. '^ Helstone seems to thiDt it 
wilL" 

'^ I only wish the machines — ^the frames were safe 
here^ and lodged within the walls of this milL Once 
put up^ I defy the firamebreakers ; let them only pay 
me a visit, and take the consequences : my mill is my 
castle." 

" One despises such low scoundrels," observed 
Malone, in a profound vein of reflection. " I almost 
wish a party would call upon you to-night ; but the 
road seemed extremely quiet as I came along : I saw 
nothing astir." 

" You came by the Eedhouse ? " 

" Yes." 

" There would be nothing on that road : it is in 
the direction of Stilbro' the risk lies." 
And you think there is risk ?" 
What these fellows have done to others, they 
may do to me. There is only this difference : most 
of the manufacturers seem paralyzed when they are 
attacked. Sykes, for instance, when his dressing- 
shop was set on fire and burned to the ground, when 
the cloth was torn from his tenters and left in shreds 
in the field, took no steps to discover or punish the 
miscreants ; he gave up as tamely as a rabbit under 
the jaws of a ferret. Now I, if I know myself, 
should stand by my trade, my mill, and my ma- 
chinery." 

" Helstone says these three are your gods ; that 
the * Orders in Council ' are with you another name 
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for the seven deadly sins ; that Castlereagh is your 
Antichrist, and the war-party his legions.'' 

'^ Yes ; I abhor all these things because they ruin 
me; they stand in my way* I cannot get on — I 
cannot execute my plans because of them; I see 
myself baffled at every turn by their imtoward 
eflFects.'' 
. ** But you are rich and thriving, Moore ?" 

** I am very rich in cloth, I cannot sell ; you should 
step into my warehouse yonder, and observe how it 
is piled to the roof with pieces. Boakes and Pearson 
are in the same condition ; America used to be their 
market, but the Orders in Council have cut that 
off" 

Malone did not seem prepared to carry on 
briskly a conversation of this sort ; he began to knock 
the heels of his boots together, and to yawn. 

" And then to think," continued Mr. Moore, who 
seemed too much taken up with the current of his own 
thoughts to note the symptoms of his guest's enntiiy 
— " to think that these ridiculous gossips of Whilibury 
and Briarfield will keep pestering one about being 
married ! As if there was nothing to be done in life 
but to 'pay attention,' as they say, to some young 
lady, and then to go to church with her, and then to 
start on a bridal tour, and then to run through a 
roimd of visits, and then, I suppose, to be * having a 
family.' — ^Oh, que le diable emporte !" — He broke off 
the aspiration into which he was launching with a 
certain energy, and added, more calmly — '^ I believe 
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women talk and think only of these things, and they 
naturally fancy men's minds similarly occupied." 

"Of course — of course," assented Malone; "but 
never mind them." And he whistled, looked im- 
patiently roimd, and seemed to feel a great want of 
something. This time Moore caught, and, it appeared, 
comprehended his demonstrations. 

" Mr. Malone," said he, " you must require refresh- 
ment after your wet walk ; I forget hospitality." 

" Not at all," rejoined Malone ; but he looked as if 
the right n^ was at last hit on the head, neverthe- 
less. Moore rose and opened a cupboard. 

"It is my fancy," said he, "to have every con- 
venience within myself, and not to be dependent on 
the feminity in the cottage yonder for every mouth- 
ful I eat or every drop I drink. I often spend the 
evening and sup here alone, and sleep with Joe Scott 
in the milL Sometimes I am my own watchman ; I 
require little sleep, and it pleases me on a fine night 
to wander for an hour or two with my musket about 
the hollow. — Mr. Malone, can you cook a mutton- 
chop?" 

" Try me : I 've done it hundreds of times at col- 
lege." 

" There 's a dishful, then, and there 's the gridiron. 
Turn them quickly ; you know the secsret of keeping 
the juices in?" 

"Never fear me — ^you shall see. Hand a knife 
and fork, please." 

The curate turned up his coat-cuflfe, and applied 
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himself to the cookery with vigour. The manu- 
facturer placed on the table, plates, a loaf of bread, 
a black bottle, and two tumblers. He then pro-; 
duced a small copper kettle — still from the same 
well-stored recess, his cupboard — ^filled it with water 
from a large stone jar in a comer, set it on the fire 
beside the hissing gridiron, got lemons, sugar, and 
a small china punch-bowl ; but while he was brewing 
the punch, a tap at the door called him away. 
Is it you, Sarah?" 
Yes, sir. Will you come to supper, please sir ?" 

** No ; I shall not be in to-night : I shall sleep in 
the mill. So lock the doors, and tell your mistress 
to go to bed." He returned. 

"You have your household in proper order," 
observed Malone approvingly, as, with his fine face 
ruddy as the embers over which he bent, he assidu- 
ously turned the mutton - chops. " You are not 
under petticoat-government, like poor Sweeting ; a 
man — whew ! — how the fat spits 1 — it has burnt 
my hand — destined to be ruled by women. Now 
you and I, Moore — ^there's a fine brown one for 
you, and ftdl of gravy — ^you and I will have no grey 
mares in our stables when we marry." 

** I don't know — ^I never think about it ; if the 
grey mare is handsome and tractable, why not ?" 

" The chops are done : is the pimch brewed ?" 

" There is a glassfiil : taste it When Joe Scott 
and his minions return they shall have a share of 
this, provided they bring home the frames intact." 

VOL. I. D 
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Malone waxed very exultant over the supper : he 
laughed aloud at trifles; made bad jokes and ap- 
plauded them himself; and, in shorty grew unmean- 
ingly noisy. His host^ on the contrary^ remained 
quiet as before. It is time, reader, that you should 
have some idea of the appearance of this same host : 
I must endeavour to sketch him as he sits at table. 

He 18 what you would probably call, at first view, 
rather a strange-looking man ; for he is thin, dark^ 
sallow; very foreign of aspect, with shadowy hair 
carelessly streaking his forehead : it appears that he 
si>ends but little time at his toilette, or he would 
arrange it with more taste. He seems unconscious 
that his features are fine, that they have a southern 
symmetry, clearness, regularity in their chiseling; 
nor does a spectator become aware of this advantage 
till he has examined him well, for an anxious coun- 
tenance, and a hollow somewhat haggard outline of 
face disturb the idea of beauty with one of care. 
His eyes are large, and grave, and gray; their 
expression is intent and meditative, rather searching 
than soft, rather thoughtful than genial. When he 
parts his lips in a smile, his physiognomy is agree- 
able ; not that it is frank or cheerfiil even then, but 
you feel the influence of a certain sedate charm, 
suggestive, whether truly or delusively, of a con- 
siderate, perhaps a kind nature ; of feelings that may 
wear well at home; patient, forbearing, possibly 
faithful feelings. He is still young — ^not more than 
thirty; his stature is tall, his figure slender. His 
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manner of speaking displeases ; lie has an outlandish 
accent, which^ notwithstanding a studied careless- 
ness of pronxindiation and diction, grates on a British, 
and especially on a Yorkshire ear. 

Mr. Moore, indeed, was but half a Briton, and 
scarcely that He came of a foreign ancestry by 
the mother's side, and was himself bom, and partly 
reared, on a foreign soil. A hybrid in nature, it is 
{HTobable he had a hybrid's feeling on many points — 
patriotism for one ; it is likely that he was unapt to 
attach himself to parties, to sects, even to climes and 
customs ; it is not impossible that he had a tendency 
to isolate his individual person from any community 
amidst which his lot might temporarily happen to 
be thrown, and that he felt it to be his best wisdom 
to push the interests of Robert Gerard Moore, to 
the exclusion of philanthropic consideration for gene- 
ral interests, with which he regarded the said Gerard 
Moore as in a great measure disconnected. Trade 
was Mr. Moore's hereditary calling. The Gerards 
of Antwerp had been merchants for two centuries 
back ; once they had been wealthy merchants, but 
the uncertainties, the involvements of business had 
come upon th^n ; disastrous speculations had 
loosened by degrees the foundations of their credit ; 
the house had stood on a tottering base for a dozen 
years; and at last, in the shods: of the French Revo- 
lution, it had rushed down a total ruin. In its fall 
was involved the English and Yorkshire firm of 
Moore, closely connected with the Antwerp house, 
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and of which one of the partners^ resident in An- 
twerp, Robert Moore, had married Hortense Ge- 
rard, with the prospect of his bride inheriting her 
father Constantino Gerard's share in the business. 
She inherited, as we have seen, but his share in the 
liabilities of the firm ; and these liabilities, though 
duly set aside by a composition with creditors, some 
said her son Robert accepted, in his turn, as a 
legacy; and that he aspired one day to discharge 
them, and to rebuild the fallen house of G6rard and 
Moore on a scale at least equal to its former great- 
ness. It was even supposed that he took by-past 
circumstances much to heart, and if a childhood 
passed at the side of a saturnine mother, under fore- 
boding of coming evil, and a manhood drenched and 
blighted by the pitiless descent of the storm, could 
painftilly impress the mind, his probably was im- 
pressed in no golden characters. 

If, however, he had a great end of restoration in 
view, it was not in his power to employ great means 
for its attainment ; he was obliged to be content with 
the day of small things. When he came to Yorkshire, 
he whose ancestors had owned warehouses in this 
seaport, and factories in that inland town^ had pos- 
sessed^their town-house and their country-seat, saw 
no way open to him but to rent a cloth-mill, in an 
out-of-the-way nook of an out-of-the-way district, 
to take a cottage adjoining it for his residence, and 
to add to his possessions, as pasture for his horse, 
and space for his cloth-tenters, a few acres of the 
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steep rugged land that lined the hollow through 
which liis mill-stream brawled. All this he held SLt 
a somewhat high rent (for these war times were 
hard, and everything was dear), of the trustees of 
the Fieldhead estate, then the property of a minor. 

At the time this history commences, he had lived 
but two years in the district^ during which period he 
had at least proved himself possessed of the quality 
of activity. The dingy cottage was converted into a 
neat, tasteful residence. Of part of the rough land 
he had made garden-ground, which he cultivated 
with singular, even with Flemish, exactness and carOi 
As to the mill, which was an old structure, and fitted 
up with old machinery, now become inefficient and 
out of date, he had from the first evinced the 
strongest contempt for all its arrangements and ap* 
pointments ; his aim had been to effect a radical re* 
form, which he had executed as fast as his very limited 
capital would allow; and the narrowness of that 
capital, and consequent check on his progress, was a 
restraint which galled his spirit sorely. Moore ever 
wanted to push on. " Forward" was the device 
stamped upon his soul; but poverty curbed him 5 
sometimes (figuratively) he foamed at the mouth 
when the reins were drawn very tight. 

In this state of feeling, it is not to be expected 
that he would deliberate much as to whether his 
advance was or was not prejudicial to others. Not 
being a native, nor for any length of time a resident 
of the neighbourhood, he did not suffi.ciently care 
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when the new inventions threw the old work-people 
out of employ ; he never asked himself where those 
to whom he no longer paid weekly wages found 
daily bread ; and in this negligence he only re- 
sembled thousands besides^ on whom the starving 
poor of Yorkshire seemed to have a closer chdm. 

The period of which I write was an overshadowed 
one in British history, and especiaUy in the history 
of the northern provinces. War was then at its 
height. Europe was all involved therein. England^ 
if not weary, was worn with long resistance ; yes, 
and half her people were weary too, and cried out 
for peace on any terms. National honour was be- 
come a mere empty name of no value in the eyes of 
many, because their sight was dim with famine, and 
for a morsel of meat they would have sold their 
birthright. 

The " Orders in Councfl," provoked by Napoleon's 
Milan and Berlin decrees, and forbidding neutral 
powers to trade with France, had, by offending 
America, cut off the principal market of the York- 
shire woollen trade, and brought it consequently to 
the verge of ruin. Minor foreign markets were 
glutted, and would receive no more. The Brazils, 
Portugal, Sicily, were all overstocked by nearly two 
years' consumption. At this crisis, certain inven- 
tions in machinery were introduced into the staple 
manufactures of the north, which, greatly reducing 
the number of hands necessary to be employed, 
threw thousands out of work, and left them without 



THE WAGGONS. 39 I 



legitimate means of sustaining life. A bad harvest 
supervened. Distress reached its climax. Endu- 
rance^ over-loaded, stretched the hand of firatemity 
to sedition ; the throes of a sort of moral earthquake 
were felt heaving under the hills of the northern 
counties. But, as is usual in such cases, nobody 
took much notice. When a food-riot broke out in 
a manu&cturing town, when a gig-miU was burnt 
to the ground, or a manufacturer's house was at- 
tacked, the furniture thrown into the streets, and 
the family forced to flee for their lives, some local 
measures were or were not taken by the local ma- 
gistracy; a ringleader was detected, or more fre- 
quently suffered to elude detection, newspaper para- 
graphs were written on the subject, and there the 
thing stopped. As to the sufferers, whose sole in- 
heritance was labour, and who had lost that inheri- 
tance; who could not get work, and consequently 
could not get wages, and consequently could not 
get bread, they were left to suffer on, perhaps in- 
evitably left; it would not do to stop the progress 
of invention, to damage science by discouraging its 
improvements; the war could not be terminated, 
efficient relief could not be raised; there was no 
help then, so the imemployed underwent their 
destiny — ate the bread, and drank the waters of 
affliction. 

Misery generates hate; these sufferers hated the 
machines which they believed took their bread from 
them ; they hated the buildings which contained those 
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machines ; they hated the manufacturers who owned 
those buildings. In the parish of Briarfield, with 
which we have at present to do, Hoflow's-mill was 
the place held most abominable ; G6rard Moore, in 
his double character of semi-foreigner and thorough- 
going progressist, the man most abominated. And 
it perhaps rather agreed with Moore's temperament 
than otherwise to be generally hated, especially when 
he believed the thing for which he was hated a right 
and an expedient thing ; and it was with a sense of 
warlike excitement he, on this night, sat in his 
counting-house waiting the arriyal of his frame- 
laden waggons. Malone's coming and company 
were, it may be, most unwelcome to him ; he would 
have preferred sitting alone, for he liked a silent, 
sombre, unsafe solitude ; his watchman's musket 
would have been company enough for him ; the fidl- 
flowing beck in the den would have delivered con- 
tinuously the discourse most genial to his ear. 



With the queerest look in the world, had the 
manufacturer for some ten minutes been watching 
the Irish curate, as the latter made free with the 
punch, when suddenly that steady gray eye changed, 
as if another vision came between it and Malone. 
He raised his hand. 

*^ Chut !" he said, in his French fashion, as Malone 
made a noise with his glass. He listened a moment, 
then rose, put his hat on, and went out at the count- 
ing-house door. 
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The night was still5 dark^ and stagnant, the water 
yet rushed on full and fast ; its flow almost seemed 
a flood in the utter silence. Moore's ear, however, 
caught another sound — ^very distant, but yet dis- 
similar — ^broken, and rugged; in short, a sound of 
heavy wheels crundung a stony road* He returned 
to the counting-house and lit a lantern, with which 
he walked down the mill-yard, and proceeded to 
open the gates. The big waggons were coming on ; 
the dray-horses' huge hoofs were heard splashing in 
the mud and water. Moore hailed them. 

" Hey, Joe Scott ! Is all right ?" 

Probably Joe Scott was yet at too great a distance 
to hear the inquiry ; he did not answer it. 

"Is aU right, I say?" again asked Moore, when 
the elephant-like leader's nose almost touched his. 

Some one jimiped out from the foremost waggon 
into the road ; a voice cried aloud, " Ay, ay, divil, 
aU'sraightl We 've smashed 'em." 

And there was a run. The waggons stood still ; 
they were now deserted. 

"Joe Scott 1" No Joe Scott answered. "Mur- 
gatroyd! Pighills! Sykes!" No reply. Mr. Moore 
lifted his lantern, and looked into the vehicles ; there 
was neither man nor machinery ; they were empty 
and abandoned. 

Now Mr. Moore loved his machinery. He had 
risked the last of his capital on the purchase of these 
frames and shears which to-night had been expected ; 
speculations most important to his interests depended 
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on the results to be wrought hj them; where were 
they? 

The words "we've smashed 'em!" rung in his 
ears. How did the catastrophe affect him ? By the 
light of the lantern he held^ were his features visible^ 
relaxing to a singidar smile; the smile the man of 
determined spirit wears when he reaches a juncture 
in his life where this determined spirit is to feel a 
demand on its strength, when the strain is to be 
made, and the faculty must bear or break; yet he 
remained silent and even motionless, for at the in* 
stant he neither knew what to say nor what to do. 
He placed the lantern on the ground, and stood with 
his arms folded, gazing down and reflecting. 

An impatient trampling of one of the horses made 
him presently look up; his eye, in the moment, 
caught the gleam of something white attached to a 
part of the harness. Examined by the light of the 
lantern, this proved to be a folded paper — a billet. 
It bore no address without ; within was the super- 
scription : — 

« To the Divil of HoUow's-mib." 

We will not copy the rest of the orthography, 
which was very peculiar, but translate it into legible 
English. It ran thus : — 

*^ Your hellish machinery is shivered to smash on 
Stilbro' Moor, and your men are lying bound hand 
and foot in a ditch by the roadside. Take this as a 
warning from men that are starving, and have 
starving wives and children to go home to when 
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they have done this deed. If you get new machines, 
or if you otherwise go on as you have done, you 
shall hear from us again. Beware !" 

" Hear fircwn you again ? Yes ; 1 11 hear from 
you again, and you shall hear from me; 111 speak to 
you directly ; on Stilbro' Moor you shall hear from 
me in a moment." 

Having led the waggons within the gates, he 
hastened towards the cottage. Opening the door, he 
spoke a few words quickly but quietly to two females 
who ran to meet him in the passage. He calmed the 
seeming alarm of one by a brief palliative account of 
what had taken place ; to the other he said, ^^ Go 
into the mill, Sarah — ^there is the key — ^and ring the 
mill-bell as loud as you can: afterwards you will 
get another lantern and help me to light up the 
front." 

Betuming to his horses, he unharnessed, fed, and 
stabled them with equal speed and care, pausing oc- 
casionally, while so occupied, as if to listen for the 
mill-belL It clanged out presently with irregular 
but loud and alarming din ; the hurried agitated peal 
seemed more urgent than if the summons had been 
steadily given by a practised hand. On that stiU 
night, at that unusual hour, it was heard a long way 
roimd; the guests in the kitchen of the Bedhouse 
were startled by the clangour; and declaring that 
** there must be summat more nor common to do at 
Hollow's-miln," they called for lanterns, and hurried 
to the spot in a body. And scarcely had they 
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thronged into the yard with their gleaming lights, 
when the tramp of horses was heard^ and a little man 
in a shovel hat^ sitting erect on the back of a shaggy 
pony, " rode lightly in," foflowed by an aide-de- 
camp mounted on a larger steed. 

Mr. Moore, meantime, after stabling his dray- 
horses, had saddled his hackney, and with the aid of 
Sarah, the servant, lit up his mill, whose wide and 
long front now glared one great illumination, throw* 
ing a sufficient light on the yard to obviate all fear 
of confusion arising from obscurity. Already a deep 
hum of voices became audible: Mr. Malone had at 
length issued from the counting-house, previously 
taking the precaution to dip his head and face in the 
stone water-jar, and this precaution, together with 
th^ sudden alarm, had nearly restored to him the 
possession of those senses which the punch had 
partially scattered. He stood with his hat on the 
back of his head, and his shillelagh grasped in his 
dexter fist, answering much at random the questions 
of the newly-arrived party from the Redhouse. 
Mr. Moore now appeared, and was immediately con- 
fronted by the shovel hat and the shaggy pony. 

" Well, Moore, what is your business with us ? I 
thought you would want us to-night, me and the 
hetman here (patting his pony's neck), and Tom and 
his charger. When I heard your mill-bell, I could 
sit still no longer, so I left Boultby to finish his 
supper alone : but where is the enemy ? I do not 
see a mask or a smutted face present; and there is 
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not a pane of glass broken in your windows. Have 
you had an attack, or do you expect one ?" 

*^ Oh, not at all ! I have neither had one nor 
expect one," answered Moore, coolly. " I only 
ordered the bell to be rung because I want two or 
three neighbours to stay here in the Hollow, while 
I and a couple or so more go over to Stilbro* Moor." 

" To Stilbro' Moor ! What to do ? To meet the 
waggons?" 

The waggons are come home an hour ago." 
Then all 's right What more would you have ?" 
They came home empty, and Joe Scott and 
Company are left on the moor, and so are the frames. 
Bead that scrawL" 

Mr. Helstone received and perused the document 
of which the contents have before been given. 

" Hum I They Ve only served you as they serve 
others. But, however, the poor fellows in the ditch 
will be expecting help with some impatience : this is 
a wet night for such a berth: I and Tom will go 
with you ; Malone may stay behind and take care of 
the mill : what is the matter with him ? His eyes 
seem starting out of his head." 

" He has been eating a mutton-chop." 

** Indeed 1 Peter Augustus, be on your guard. 
Eat no more mutton-chops to-night. You are left 
here in command of these premises ; an honourable 
postl" 

Is anybody to stay with me ?" 

As many of the present assemblage as choose. 
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My lad0, how many of you will remain here, 
and how many wiU go aUttle way with me and 
Mr. Moore on the Stilbro'-road, to meet Bome men 
who have been waylaid and assaidted by firame- 
breakers?" 

The smaQ nmnber of three volunteered to go; 
the rest preferred staying behind. As Mr. Moore 
mounted his horse^ the rector asked him in a low 
Toice^ whether he had locked up the mutton-chops, 
so that Peter Augustus could not get at them? The 
manufacturer nodded an affirmative; and the rescue- 
party set out 
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CHAPTER III. 

MB. YORKE. 

CheebfuXiNESS, it would appear, is a matter which 
depends fully as much on the state of things within, 
as on the state of things without and around us. I 
make this trite remark^ because I happen to know 
that Messrs. Helstone and Moore trotted forth from 
the mill-yard gates, at the head of their very small 
company, in the best possible spirits. When a ray 
from a lantern (the three pedestrians of the party 
carried each one) fell on Mr. Moore's face, you could 
see an unusual, because a lively, spark dancing in 
his eyes, and a new-found vivacity mantling on his 
dark physic^omy ; and when the rector's visage was 
illuminated, his hard features were revealed aU agnn 
and ashine with glee. Yet a drizzUi^ night, a some- 
what perilous expedition, you would think, were not 
circumstances calculated to enliven those exposed to 
the wet, and engaged in the adventure. If any 
member or members of the crew who had been at 
work on Stilbro' Moor had caught a view of this 
party, they would have had great pleasure in shoot- 
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ing either of the leaders from behind a wall : and the 
leaders knew this, and^ the fact is^ being both men 
of steelly nerves and steady-beating hearts^ were 
elate with the knowledge. 

I am aware^ reader^ and you need not remind me, 
that it is a dreadful thing for a parson to be warlike : 
I am aware that he should be a man of peace : I have 
some faint outline of an idea of what a clergyman's 
mission is amongst mankind, and I remember dis- 
tinctly whose servant he is, whose message he 
delivers, whose example he should follow ; yet, with 
all this, if you are a parson-hater, you need not 
expect me to go along with you every step of your 
dismal, downward-tending, unchristian road; you 
need not expect me to join in your deep anathemas, 
at once so narrow and so sweeping — in your poison- 
ous rancour, so intense and so absurd, against ^^ the 
cloth ; " to lift up my eyes and hands with a Supple- 
hough, or to inflate my lungs with a Barraclough, in 
horror and denunciation of the diabolical rector of 
Briarfield. 

He was not diabolical at alL The evil simply 
was — ^he had missed his vocation: he should have 
been a soldier, and circumstances had made him a 
priest. For the rest, he was a conscientious, hard- 
headed, hard-handed, brave, stem, implacable, faith- 
ful little man: a man almost without sympathy, 
ungentle, prejudiced, and rigid ; but a man true to 
principle, — honourable, sagacious, and sincere. It 
seems to me, reader, that you cannot always cut out 
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men to fit their profession, and that you ought not to 
curse them because that precession sometimes hangs 
on them ungracefully — ^nor will I curse Helstone^ 
clerical Cossack as he was. Yet he was cursed, and 
by many of his own parishioners, as by others he 
was adored, which is the frequent &te of men who 
show partiality in friendship, and bitterness in 
enmity ; who are equally attached to principles and 
adherent to prejudices. 

Helstone and Moore, being both in excellent 
spirits, and united for the present in one cause, you 
would expect that, as they rode side by side, they 
would converse amicably. Oh, nol These two 
men, of hard bilious natures both, rarely came into 
contact but they chafed each other's moods: their 
frequent bone of contention was the war. Helstone 
was a high Tory (there were Tories in those days) 
and Moore was a bitter Whig — a Whig, at least, as 
far as opposition to the war-party was concerned, 
that being the question which affected his own 
interest; and only on that question did he profess 
any British politics at all. He liked to infuriate 
Helstone by declaring his belief in the invincibility 
of Bonaparte ; by taunting England and Europe 
with the impotence of their efforts to withstand 
him; and by coolly advancrng the opinion that it 
was as well to yield to him soon as late, since he 
must in the end crush every antagonist, and reign 
supreme. 

Helstone could not bear these sentiments : it was 
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only on the consideration of Moore being a sort of 
outcast and alien^ and having but half measure of 
British blood to temper the foreign gall which 
corroded his yeins^ that he brought himself to listen 
to them without indulging the wish he felt to cane 
the speaker. Another things too^ somewhat allayed 
his disgust ; namely, a fellow-feeling for the dogged 
tone with which these opinions were asserted, and a 
respect for the consistency of Moore's crabbed con- 
tumacy. 

As the party turned into the Stilbro' road, they 
met what little wind there was ; the rain dashed in 
their faces. Moore had been fretting his companion 
previously, and now, braced up by the raw breeze, 
and perhaps irritated by the sharp dnzzle, he began 
to goad him. 

" Does your Peninsular news please you still?" he 
asked. 

" What do you mean ? " was the surly demand of 
the Rector. 

" I mean have you still faith in that Baal of a 
Lord Wellington?" 

** And what do you mean now?" 

** Do you still believe that this wooden-faced and 
pebble-hearted idol of England has power to send 
fire down from heaven to consume the French 
holocaust you want to offer up?" 

" I believe Wellington will flog Bonaparte's mar- 
shals into the sea, the day it pleases him to lift his 



arm." 



MB, YORKE. .51 

^^ But, my dear sir, you can't be serious in what 
you say, Bonaparte's marshals are great men, who 
act under the guidance of an onmipotent master- 
spirit: yonr Wellington is the most hmndmm of 
common-place martinets, whose slow mechanical 
movements are further cramped by an ignorant 
home-government." 

" Wellington is the soul of England. Wellington 
is the right champion of a good cause ; the fit repre- 
sentative of a poweri^, a resolute, a sensible, and an 
honest nation." 

'^ Your good cause, as far as I understand it, is 
simply the restoration of that filthy, feeble Ferdinand, 
to p. throne which he disgraced: your fit representa- 
.tive of an honest people is a dull-witted drover, act- 
ing for a duller-witted farmer; and against these 
are arrayed victorious supremacy and invincible 
genius." 

^^ Against legitimacy is arrayed usurpation: against 
modest, single-minded, righteous, and brave resis- 
tance to encroachment, is arrayed boastful, double- 
tongued, selfish, and treacherous ambition to possess. 
God defend the right!" 

"God often defends the powerful." 

"What ! I suppose the handful of Israelites stand- 
ing dry-shod on the Asiatic side of the Red Sea, 
was more powerful than the host of the Egyptians 
drawn up on the African side? Were they more 
numerous ? Were they better appointed ? Were 
they more mighty, in a word— eh? Don't speak, 
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or you'll tell a lie, Moore; you know you wlU. 
They were a poor over-wrought band of bondsmen. 
Tyrants had oppressed them through four hundred 
years; a feeble mixture of women and children 
diluted their thin ranks ; their masters, who roared to 
follow them through the divided flood, were a set of 
pampered Ethiops, about as strong and brutal as 
the lions of Lybia. They were armed, horsed, and 
charioted, the poor Hebrew wanderers were a-foot ; 
few of them, it is likely, had better weapons than 
their shepherds' crooks, or their masons' building- 
tools ; their meek and mighty leader himself had only 
his rod. But bethink you, Robert Moore, right was 
with them ; the Grod of battles waa on their side ; crime 
and the lost archangel generalled the ranks of Pharaoh, 
and which triumphed ? We know that well : * The 
Lord saved Israel that day out of the hand of the 
Egyptians, and Israel saw the Egyptians dead upon 
the sea-shore ;' yea, ^ the depths covered them, they 
sank to the bottom as a stone.' The right hand of 
the Lord became glorious in power; the right hand 
of the Lord dashed in pieces the enemy !" 

" You are all right, only you forget the true 
parallel. France is Israel, and Napoleon is Moses. 
Europe, with her old over-gorged empires and rot- 
ten dynasties is corrupt Egypt; gallant France is 
the Twelve Tribes, and |^her fresh and vigorous 
Usurps the Shepherd of Horeb." 

** I scorn to answer you." 

Moore accordingly answered himself, at least he 
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subjoined to what he had just said an additional 
observation in a lower yoice* 

''Oh, in Italy he was as great as any Mosee! 
He was the right thing there^ fit to head and orga* 
nize measures for the regeneration of nations. It 
puzzles me to this day how the conqueror of Lodi 
should have condescended to become an emperor, a 
vulgar, a stupid humbug ; and still more how a peo* 
pie, who had once called themselves republicans, 
should have sunk again to the grade of mere slaves. 
I despise France ! If England had gone as far on 
the march of civilization as France did, she would 
hardly have retreated so shamelessly." 

" You don't mean to say that besotted imperial 
France is any worse than bloody republican France ?" 
demanded Helstone, fiercely. 

'' I mean to say nothing, but I can think what 
I please, you know, Mr. Helstone, both about 
France and England, and about revolutions, and 
regicides, and restorations in general ; and about the 
divine right of kings, which you often stickle for in 
your sermons, and the duty of non-resistance, and 
the sanity of war, and " 

Mr. Moore's sentence was here cut short by the 
rapid rolling up of a gig, and its sudden stoppage in 
the middle of the road ; both he and the Sector had 
been too much occupied with their discourse to 
notice its approach till it was close upon them. 

"Nah, master, did th' waggons hit home?" de* 
manded a voice from the vehicle. 
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« Can that be Joe Scott ? " 

"Ay, ay!" returned another voice, for the gig 
contained two persons, as was seen by the glimmer 
of its lamp — the men with the lanterns had now 
fallen into the rear, or rather the equestrians of the 
rescue-party had outridden the pedestrians. , *^ Ay, 
Mr. Moore, it's Joe Scott. I'm bringing him back 
to you in a bonny pickle ; I fand him on the top of 
the moor yonder, him and three others. What will 
you give me for restoring him to you?" 

*^ Why, my thanks, I believe ; for I could better 
have afforded to lose a better man. That is you, I 
suppose, Mr. Ybrke, by your voice ? " 

" Ay, lad, it's me. I was coming home from 
Stilbro' market, and just as I got to the middle 
of the moor, and was whipping on as swift as the 
wind (for these, they say, are not safe times, thanks 
to a bad government !) I heard a groan. I pulled 
up, some would have whipt on faster; but I've 
naught to fear, that I know of. I don't believe 
there's a lad in these parts would harm me, at 
least I'd give them as good as I got if they offered 
to do it. I said, ^ Is there aught wrong anywhere ? ' 
— * 'Deed is there,' somebody says, speaking out of 
the groimd, like. ^What's to do? be sharp, and 
tell me,' I ordered. — "Nobbut four on us ligging 
in a ditch,' says Joe, as quiet as could be. I tell'd 
'em, more shame to 'em, and bid them get up and 
move on, or I'd lend them a lick of the gig-whip; 
for my notion was, they were all fresh. — ^ We'd 
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lia' done that an hour sin'; but we're teed wi' a 
bit o' band/ says Joe. So in a while I got down 
and loosed 'em wi' my penknife; and Scott would 
ride wi' me, to tell me all how it happened; and 
t' others are coming on as fast as their feet will bring 
them.". 

*^ Well, I am greatly obliged to you, Mr. Yorke." . 

*^ Are you, my lad ? you know you 're not. How- 
ever, here are the rest approaching. And here, by 
the Lord I is another set with lights in their 
pitchers, like the army of Gideon ; and as we 've th' 
parson wi' us, — ^good-evening, Mr. Helstone, — we'se 
do." 

Mr. Helstone returned the salutation of the in- 
dividual in the gig very stiffly indeed. That indi- 
vidual proceeded : — 

"We're eleven strong men, and there's both 
horses and chariots amang us. If we could only fall 
in wi' some of these starved ragamuffins of frame 
breakers, we could win a grand victory; we could 
iv'ry one be a Wellington, — that would please ye, 
Mr. Helstone; and sich paragraphs as we could 
contrive for t' papers! Briarfield suld be famous; 
but we'se hev a column and a half i' th' Stilhro* 
Courier ower this job, as it is, I daresay: I 'se expect 
no less." 

" And I '11 promise you no less, Mr. Yorke, for 
I'll write the article myself," returned the Rector. 

"To be sure! sartainly! And mind ye recom- 
mend weel that them 'at brake t' bits o' frames, and 
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teed Joe Scott's legs wi' band, suld be hung wiAout 
benefit o' clergy. It 's a han^g matter^ or snld be ; 
no doubt o' that." 

"If I judged them, I'd give them short shrift!" 
cried Moore; "but I mean to let them quite alone 
this bout^ to give them rope enough, certain that in 
the end they will hang themselves." 

"Let them alone, will ye, Moore? Do you 
promise that?" 

"Promise? No. All I mean to say is, I shall 
give myself no particular trouble to catch them ; but 
if one faUs in my way ^ 

" You '11 snap him up, of course : only you would 
rather they would do something worse than merely 
stop a waggon before you reckon with them. Well, 
we '11 say no more on the subject at present. Here 
we are at my door, gentlemen, and I hope you and 
the men will step in : you will none of you be the 
worse of a little refreshment." 

Moore and Helstone opposed this proposition as 
unnecessary; it was, however, pressed on them so 
courteously, and the night, besides, was so inclement, 
and the gleam from the muslin-curtained windows of 
the house before which they had halted, looked so 
inviting, that at length they yielded. Mr. Yorke, 
after having alighted from his gig, which he left in 
charge of a man who issued from an outbuilding on 
his arrival, led the way in. 

It will have been remarked that Mr. Yorke varied 
a little in his phraseology; now he spoke broad 
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Yorksliire, and anon he expressed himself in very 
pure English. His manner seemed liable to equal 
alternations ; he could be polite and affitble, and he 
could be bhmt and rough. His station then you 
could not easily determine by his speech or de- 
meanour; perhaps the appearance of his residence 
may decide it. 

The men, he recommended to take the kitchen 
way, saying that he would **see them served wi' 
summat to taste presently.'^ The gentlemen were 
ushered in at the front entrance. They found tiiem- 
selves in a matted hall, lined almost to the ceiling 
with pictures ; through this they were conducted to 
a lai^e parlour, with a magnificent fire in the grate ; 
the most cheerful of rooms it appeared as a whole, 
and when you came to examine details, the enliven- 
ing effect was not diminished. There was no splen- 
dour, but there was taste everywhere, — unusual 
taste, — ^the taste, you would have said, of a travelled 
man, a scholar, and a gentleman. A series of Italian 
views decked the walls ; each of these was a specimen 
of true art ; a connoisseur had selected them : they 
were genuine and valuable. Even by candlelight, 
the bright, clear skies, the soft distances, with blue 
air quivering between the eye and the hills, the fresh 
tints and well massed lights and shadows charmed 
the view. The subjects were all pastoral, the scenes 
were all sunny. There was a guitar and some music 
on a sofa ; there were cameos, beautiful miniatures, 
a set of Grecian-looking vases on the mantelpiece ; 
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there were books well arranged in two elegant book- 
cases. 

Mr. Yorke bade his guests be seated; he then 
rang for wine; to the servant who brought it he 
gave hospitable orders for the refreshment of the 
men in the kitchen. The Bector. remained standing;, 
he seemed not to like his quarters; he would not 
touch the wine his host offered Imn. 

" E'en as you will," remarked Mr. Yorke. *^ I 
red^on you're thinking of Eastern customs, Mr.. 
Helstone, and you'll not eat nor drink imder my 
roof, feared we suld be forced to be Mends; but I'm 
not so particular or superstitious. You might sup 
the contents of that decanter, and you might give me 
a bottle of the best in your own cellar, and I 'd hold 
myself free, to oppose you at every turn still, — ^in 
every vestry-meeting and justice-meeting where we 
encountered one another." 

"It is just what I should expect of you, Mr. 
Yorke." 

"Does it agree wi' ye now, Mr. Helstone, to be 
riding out after rioters, of a wet night, at your age?" 

"It always agrees with me to be doing my duty, 
and in this case my duty is a thorough pleasure. 
To hunt down vermin is a noble occupation, — fit for 
an Archbishop." 

" Fit for ye, at ony rate : but where 's t' curate ? 
He 's happen gone to visit some poor body in a sick 
^rd, or he 's happen hunting down vermin in another 
direction." 
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He Is doing garrison duty at Hollow's-milL" 

*^ You left him a sup o' wine, I hope. Bob (turning 
to Mr. .Moore), to keep his courage up ?" 

He did not pause for an answer, but continued, 
quickly, still addressing Moore, who had thrown 
himself into an old-fashioned chair by the fireside, — 
"Move it, Robert 1 Get up, my lad! That place 
is mine. Take the sofa, or three other chairs, if you 
will, but not this ; it belangs to me, and nob'dy else." 

** Why are you so particular to that chair, Mr. 
Yorke?" asked Moore, lazily vacating the place, in 
obedience to orders. 

** My father war afore me, and that 's all t' answer 
I sail gie thee ; and it 's as good a reason as Mr. 
Helstone can give for the main feck o' his notions.'' 

"Moore, are you ready to go?" inquired the 
Sector. 

"Nay; Robert's not ready; or rather, I'm not 
ready to part wi' him: he's an iU lad, and wants 
correcting." 

Why, sir? What have I done?" 
Made thyself enemies on every hand." 

** What do I care for that ? What difference does 
It make to me whether your Yorkshire louts hate me 
or like me?" 

'* Ay, there it is. The lad is a mak' of an alien 
amang us ; his father would never have talked i' that 
way. Go back to Antwerp, where- you were bom 
and bred, mauvaise tete !" 

" Mauvaise tete vous-m^me ; je ne fais que mon 
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devoir; quant k-voB lourdauds de paysanfi, je m'en 
moque I** 

^' En revanche^ man gar^on^ nos lourdauds de pay- 
sans se moqueront de toi ; sois en certidn^" replied 
Yorke, speaking with nearly as pure a French accent 
as Gerard Moore. 

^^C'est bon! c'est bon! Et puisque cela m'est 
^gal; que mes amis ne s'en inqui^tent pas." 

'^ Tes amis ! Oii sont-ils^ tes amis ?" 

'^ Je fais 6cho5 oiisont-ils ? et je suis fort aise que 
I'echo seulyrepond. Au diable les amis! Je me 
souviens encore du moment oil mon pdre et mes ondes 
G6rard appell^rent autour d'eux leurs amis^ et Dieu 
sait si les amis ee sont empresses d'accourir k leur 
secoursi Tenez, M. Yorke, ce mot, ami, m'irrite 
trop ; ne m'en parlez plus." 

" Comme tu voudras." 

And here Mr. Yorke held his peace ; and while he 
sits, leaning back in his three-cornered, carved oak 
chair, I will snatch my opportunity to sketch the 
portrait of this French-speaking Yorkshire gentle- 
man. 
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CHAPTEK III. 

ME. YORKE (continued). 

A YoBKSHiBE gentleman he was par excellence^ in 
every point. About fifty-five years old, but looking at 
first sight still older, fi;)r his hair was silver white* 
His forehead was broad, not l%h ; his &ce fresh and 
hale ; the harshness of the north was seen in his 
features, as it was heard in his voice ; every trait was 
thoroughly English, not a Norman line anywhere ; it 
was an inelegant, uncla^sic, unaristocratic mould of 
visage. Fine people would perhaps have called it 
vulgar; sensible people would have termed it charac- 
teristic ; shrewd people would have delighted in it for 
the pith, sagacity, intelligence — ^the rude, yet real 
originality marked in every lineament, latent in every 
furrow. But it was an indocile, a scornful, and a 
sarcastic face ; the face of a man difiicult to lead, and 
impossible to drive. His stature was rather tall, and 
he was well-made and wiry, and had a stately 
integrity of port ; there was not a suspicion of the 
clown about him anywhere. 

I did not find it easy to sketch Mr. Yorke's person, 
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but it is more difficult to indicate his mind. If you 
expect to be treated to a Perfection^ reader, or even 
to a benevolent, philanthropic old gentleman in him, 
you are mistaken. He has spoken with some sense, 
and with some good feeling, to Mr. Moore, but you 
are ^not thence to conclude that he always spoke 
and thought justly and kindly. 

Mr. Yorke, in the first place, was without the 
organ of Veneration — ^a great want, and which throws 
a man wrong on every point where veneration is 
required. Secondly, he was without the organ of 
Comparison — a deficiency which strips a man of 
sympathy ; and, thirdly, he had too little of the 
organs of Benevolence and Ideality, which took the 
glory and softness from his nature, and for him 
diminished those divine qualities throughout the 
universe. 

The want of veneration made him intolerant to 
those above him: kings and nobles and priests, 
dynasties and parliaments and establishments, with 
all their doings, most of their enactments, their forms, 
their rights, their claims, were to him an abomination 
— all rubbish ; he found no use or pleasure in them, 
and believed it would be clear gain, and no damage 
to the world, if its high places were razed, and their 
occupants crushed in the falL The want of venera- 
tion, too, made him dead at heart to the electric 
delight of admiring what is admirable ; it dried up a 
thousand pure' sources of enjoyment ; it withered a 
thousand vivid pleasures. He was not irreligious. 
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though a member of no sect, but bis religion could 
not be that of one who knows how to venerate. He 
believed in God and heaven, but his God and heaven 
were those of a man in whom awe, imagination, and 
tenderness lack. 

The weakness of his powers of comparison made 
him inconsistent ; whUe he professed some excellent 
general doctrines of mutual toleration and forbear- 
ance, he cherished towards certain classes a bigoted 
antipathy : he spoke of " parsons " and all who 
belonged to piarsons, of " lords " and the appendages 
of lords, with a harshness, sometimes an insolence, as 
unjust as it was insufferable. He could not place 
himself in the position of those he vituperated ; he 
could not compare their errors with their temptations, 
their defects with their disadvantages; he could not 
realize the effect of such and such circumstances on 
himself similarly situated, and he would often express 
the most ferocious and tyrannical wishes- regarding 
those who had acted, as he thought, ferociously and 
tyrannically. To judge by his threats, he would 
have employed arbitrary, even cruel, means to advance 
the cause of freedom and equality. Equality — yes, 
Mr. Yorke talked about equality, but at heart he was 
a proud man ; very friendly to his workpeople, very 
good to all who were beneath him, and submitted 
quietly to be beneath him, but haughty as Beelzebub 
to whomsoever the world deemed (for he deemed no 
•mian) his superior. Revolt was in his blood ; he 
could not bear controfl; his father, his grandfather 
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before him, could not bear it, and his children after 
him never could. 

The want of general benevolence made him very 
impatient of imbecility, and of all faults which grated 
on his strongs shrewd nature : it left no check to his 
cutting sarcasm. As he was not merciful, he would 
sometimes wound and wound again, without noticing 
how much he hurt, or caring how deep he thrust. 

As to the paucity of ideality in his mind, that can 
scarcely be called a fault: a fine ear for music, a 
correct eye for colour and form, left him the quality 
of taste, and who cares for ima^nation ? Who does 
not think it a rather dangerous, senseless attribute — 
akin to weakness— perhaps partaking of frenzy— a 
disease rather than a ^tft of the mind ? 

Probably all think it so, but those who possess — 
or fancy they possess — ^it. To hear them speak, you 
would believe that their hearts would be cold if that 
elixir did not flow about them; that their eyes would 
be dim if that flame did not refine their vision ; that 
they would be lonely if this strange companion aban- 
doned them. You would suppose that it imparted 
some glad hope to spring, some fine charm to summer, 
some tranquil joy to autumn, some consolation to 
winter, which you do not feel. All illusion, of 
course ; but the fanatics cling to tiieir dream, and 
would not give it for gold. 

As Mr. Yorke did not possess poetic imagination 
himself, he considered it a most superfluous quality 
in others. Painters and musicians he could tolerate. 
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and even encourage, because he could relish the 
results of their art ; he could see the charm of a fine 
picture, and feel the pleasure of good music; but a 
quiet poet — ^whatever force struggled, whatever fire 
glowed, in his breast — if he could not have played 
the man in the counting-house, or the tradesman in 
the Piece HaU, might have lived despised, and died 
scorned, under the eyes of Hiram Yorke. 

And as there are many Hiram Yorkes in the 
world, it is well that the true poet, quiet externally 
though he may be, has often a truculent spirit under 
his placidity, and is full of shrewdness in his meek- 
ness, and can measure the whole stature of those who 
look down on hina, and correctly ascertain the weight 
and value of the pursuits they disdain him for not 
having followed. It is happy that he can have his 
own bliss, his own society with his great friend and 
goddess. Nature, quite independent of those who 
find little pleasure in hun, and in whom he finds no 
pleasure at alL It is just, that while the world and 
circumstances often turn a dark, cold side to him — 
and properly, too, because he first turns a dark^ 
cold, careless side to them — he should be able to 
maintain a festal brightness and cherishing glow in 
his bosom, which makes all bright and genial for him, 
while strangers, perhaps, deem his existence a Polar 
winter never gladdened by a sun. The true poet is 
not one whit to be pitied, and he is apt to laugh in 
his sleeve, when any misguided sympathizer whines 
over his wrongs. Even when utilitarians sit in 
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iudgment on him^ and pronounoe bim and Ms art 
useless, he hears the sentence with such a hard 
deridon, such a broad, deep, comprehenfflye, and 
merciless contempt of the unhappy Pharisees who 
pronounce it, that he is rather to be chidden than 
condoled with. These, however, are not Mr. Yorke's 
reflections, and it is with Mr. Yorke we have at 
present to do. 

I haye told you some of his fimits, readar; as to his 
good points, he was one ol the most honoorable and 
capable men in Yorkshire ; eyen those who disliked 
him were forced to respect him. He was much 
beloyed by the poor, because he was thoronghly kind 
and very fatherly to them. To his workmen he was 
considerate and cordial: when he disnnssed them 
from an oceupaticai, he would try to set them <»i to 
something else ; or, if that was impossible, hdp them 
to remoye with tiieir families to a district wh^% 
work might possibly be had. It must also be re- 
marked that if, as sometimes chanced, any indiyidmd 
amongst his '^ hands ^ showed signs of insubordina- 
tion, Yoi^e — ^who, like many who abhor being con- 
trolled, knew how to control with yigour — ^had the 
secret of crashing rebellion in the germ, of eradi- 
cating it like a bad weed, so that it neyer spread or 
developed within the sphere of his authority. Sudi 
being the happy state of his own aflSurs, he felt him- 
self at liberty to speak with Ihe utmost severity df 
those who were differently eituated, to ascribe what- 
ever was unpleasant in tiieir position entirely to their 
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own fault, to sever Jhimself £rom the masters, and 
advocate freely the cause of the operatives. 

Mr. Yorke's fuoily was the first and old^t in the 
district ; and he, though not .the wealthiest, was one 
o£ the most influential men. His education had been 
good ; in his youth, before the French Bevolution, 
he had travelled on the continent : he was an adept 
in the Prench and Italian languages. During a two 
years' sojourn in Italy, he had collected many good 
paintings and tasteM rarities, with w^ch his resi- 
dence was now adorned. His manneref, when he 
liked, were those of a finished gentleman of the old 
school; his conversation, when he was disposed to 
please, was singularly interesting and original ; and 
if he usually ea^essed himself in the Yorkshire 
dialect, it was because he chose to do so, preferring 
his native Doric to a more refined vocabulary. ^ A 
Yorkshire burr,^ he affirmed^ " was as much better 
than a Cockney's lisp, as a bull's bellow than a 
ratton's squeak." 

Mr. Yorke knew every one, and was known by 
every one for miles round, yet his intimate acquain- 
tance were very few. Himself thoroughly origin^, 
he had no taste for what was ordinary ; a racy, rough 
character, high or low, ever found acceptance with 
him; a refined^ insipid personage, however exalted 
in station^ was his aversion. He would spend an 
hour any time in talking freely with a shrewd work- 
man of his own, or with some queer, sagacious old 
woman amongst his cottagers, when he would have 
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grudged a moment to a commonplace fine gentleman, 
or to the most fashionable and elegant, if frivolous, 
lady. His preferences on these points he carried to 
an extreme, forgetting that there may be amiable 
and even admirable characters amongst those who 
cannot be original. Yet he made exceptions to his 
own rule ; there was a certain order of mind, plain, 
ingenuous, neglecting refinement, almost devoid of 
intellectuality, and quite incapable of appreciating 
what was intellectual in him ; but which, at the same 
time, never felt disgust at his rudeness, was not 
easily wounded by his sarcasm, did not closely ana- 
lyze his sayings, doings, or opinions ; with which he 
was peculiarly at ease, and, consequently, which he 
peculiarly preferred. He was lord amongst such 
characters. They, while submitting implicitly to his 
influence, never acknowledged, because they never 
reflected on, his superiority ; they were quite tract- 
able, therefore, without running the smallest danger 
of being servile ; and their unthinking, easy, artless 
insensibility was as acceptable, because as convenient 
to Mr, Yorke, as that of the chair he sat on, or of the 
floor he trod. 

It will have been observed that he was not quite 
uncordial with Mr. Moore; he had two or three 
reasons for entertaining a faint partiality to that 
gentleman. It may sound odd, but the first of these 
was that Moore spoke English with a foreign, and 
French with a perfectly pure accent; and that his 
dark, thin face, with its fine though rather wasted 
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lines^ had a most anti- British and anti-Yorkshire 
look. These points seem frivolous, unlikely to influ- 
ence a character like Yorke's ; but, the fact is, they 
recalled old, perhaps pleasurable associations ; they 
brought back his travelling, his youthful days. He 
had seen, amidst Italian cities and scenes, faces like 
Moore's ; he had heard, in Parisian cafes and 
theatres, voices like his; he was young then, and 
when he looked at, and listened to the alien, he 
Itemed young again. 

Secondly, he had known Moore's father, and had 
had dealings with him ; that was a more substantial^ 
though by no means a more agreeable tie; for, as 
his firm had been connected with Moore's in busi- 
ness, it had also, in some measure, been implicated 
in its losses. 

Thirdly, he had found Robert himself a sharp man 
of business. He saw reason to anticipate that he 
would in the end, by one means or another, make 
money, and he respected both his resolution and 
acuteness, perhaps, also, his hardness. A fourth 
circumstance which drew them together was that of 
Mr. Yorke being one of the guardians of the minor 
on whose estate HoUow's-mill was situated ; conse- • 
quently Moore, in the course of his alterations and 
improvements, had frequent occasion to consult 
him. 

Ab to the other guest now present in Mr. Yorke's 
parlour, Mr. Helstone, between him and his host 
there existed a double antipathy;. the antipathy of 
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natnre and that of circumfitances. The free-thinker 
hated the formalist ; the lover of liberty detested the 
disciplinarian; besides^ it was said that in former 
years, they had been riyal snitors of the same 
lady. 

Mr. Yorke, as a general role, was, when youiig, 
noted for his preference of sprightly and dashing 
women : a showy shape and air, a liyely wit, a ready 
tongue, chiefly seemed to attract him. He never, 
however, proposed to any of these brilliant belles, 
whose sodety he sought, and all at once he seriously 
feB in love with, and eagerly wooed a girl who pre- 
sented a complete contrast to those he had hitherto 
noticed : a girl with the face of a Madonna ; a ghrl 
of living marble ; stillness personified. No matter 
that, when he spoke to her, she only answered ham 
in monosyllables; no matter that his sighs seemed 
unheard, that his glances were unretumed, that she 
never responded to his opinions, rarely smiled at his 
jests, paid him no respect and no attention; no 
matter that she seemed the opposite of everything 
feminine he had ever, in his whole life, been known 
to admire ; for him Mary Cave was perfect, because 
somehow, for some reason — ^no doubt he had a reason 
— ^he loved her. 

Mr. Helstone, at that time curate, of Briarfield, 
loved Mary too; or, at any rate, he fancied her. 
Several others admired her, for shie was beiAutifal as 
a monumental angel; but the dergyman was pre^ 
terred for hia office's sake; that <rfBce probably iiH 
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iFesting him with some of the iUuaion necessary to 
aDiire to the commission of matrknony^ and which 
Miss CaTe did not find in any of the young wool- 
staplers, hear other adorers. Mr. Helstone neither 
had^ nor professed to have Mr. Yorke's ahsorhmg 
paesioQ for her; he had none of the humble reve- 
renee which seemed to subdue most of her suitors; 
he saw her more as Ae really was than the rest did> 
he wa8> consequently, more master cf her and him- 
sel£ She acc^ted Um at the first offer, and they 
were married 

Nature neyer intended Mr. Helstone to make a 
very good husband, especxaUy to a quiet wife. He 
tbought,^ so long as a wcHuan was dlent, nothing 
ailed her, and die wanted nothing. If she did not 
ccmqplain of solitude, sc^tude, howeyer continued, 
could not be irksome to her. If she did not talk 
and put herself forward^ express a partiality for this, 
aa ayersion to that, diie had no partialities or 
aversions, and it was useless to consult her tastes. 
He made no pretence of comprehending women, or 
Qomparing them with men: they were a different, 
prcJbaUy a yery inferior order of existence ; a wife 
could not be her husband's companion, much less his 
Q(»ifidant, much less his stay. Sis wife, after a year 
or two, was of no great importance to him in any 
shi^ ; and when she one day, as he thought, sud- 
denly — ^for he had scarcely noticed her decline — but 
as others thought gradually, took her leaye of him 
and of life, and there was only a stiU beautiful- 
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featured mould of clay left, cold and white, in the 
conjugal couch, he felt his bereavement — ^who shall 
say how little ? Yet, perhaps, more than he seemed 
to feel it, for he was not a man from whom grief 
easily wrung tears. 

His dry-eyed and sober mourning scandalized an 
old housekeeper, and likewise a female attendant^ 
who had waited'upon Mrs. Helstone in her sickness^ 
and who, perhaps, had had opportunities of learning 
more of the deceased lady's nature, of her capacity 
for feeling and loving, than her husband knew: 
they gossiped together over the* corpse, related 
anecdotes, with embellishments of her lingering 
decline, and its real or supposed cause; in short, 
they worked each other up to some indignation 
against the austere little man who sat examining 
papers in an adjoining room, imconscious of what 
opprobriinn he was the object. 

Mrs. Helstone was hardly under the sod when 
iximours began to be rife in the neighbourhood that 
she had died of a broken heart; these magnified 
quickly into reports of hard usage, and, finally, de- 
tails of harsh treatment on the part of her husband; 
reports grossly imtrue, but not the less eagerly 
received on that accoimt. Mr. Yorke heard them^ 
partly believed theuL Already, of course, he had 
no friendly feeling to his successftd rival; though 
himself a married man now, and united to a woman 
who seemed a complete contrast to Mary Cave in. 
all respects, he could not forget the great disap- 
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pointment of his life, and when he heard that what 
would have heen eo. precious to him had been ne- 
glected, perhaps abused by another, he conceived for 
that other a rooted and bitter animosity. 

Of the nature and strength of this animosity, Mr. 
Helstone was but half aware : he neither knew how 
much Yorke had loved Mary Cave, what he had 
felt on losing her, nor was he consdous of the 
calumnies concerning his treatment of her, familiar 
to every ear in the neighbourhood but his own. He 
believed political and religious differences alone 
separated him and Mr. Yorke ; had he known how 
the case really stood, he would hardly have been 
induced by any persuasion to cross his former rival's 
threshold. 



Mr. Yorke did not resume his lecture of Kobert 
Moore ; the conversation ere long recommenced in a 
more general form, though still in a somewhat dis- 
putative tone. The unquiet state of the country^ 
the various depredations lately conunitted on mill-* 
property in the district, supplied abimdant matter 
for disagreement, especially as each of the three 
gentlemen present differed more or less in his views 
on these subjects. Mr. Helstone thought the mas- 
ters aggrieved, the workpeople unreasonable; he 
condemned sweepingly the wide-spread spirit of 
disaffection against constituted authorities, the grow- 
ing indisposition to . bear yr\th . patience evils . he 
regarded as inevitable : the cures he prescribed were 
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yigoraus goyemment interference^ strict nugistexial 
vigilance ; when neceesairy, prompt military coercion* 

Mr. Yorke wislied to know whether this inter- 
ference^ vigilance, and coenaon wonld feed those 
who were hungry, give work to those who wanted 
work and whom no man wonld hire: he scooted the 
idea of inevitaUe evils; he said pubtic padence was 
a camel, on whose back the last atom that could be 
borne had already been kid, and that resaBtance was 
now a duty: the wide-spread ^Hrit of disaffection 
against constitnted authorities, he r^arded as the 
most promising sign of the times; the masters, he 
aUowed, were truly aggrieved, but their main 
grieyances had been heaped on them by a ^'cor* 
rupt, base, and bloody " government (these were Mr. 
Yorke's epithets). Madmen like Pitt, demons like 
Castlereagh, mischievoiis idiots like Perceval were 
the tyrants, the curses of the eountry, the desbroyera 
of her trade* It was their infatuated perseverance 
in an unjustifiable, a hopeless, a ruinous war wluch 
had brought the nation to its present paas. It was 
their monstroualy oppressive faxatic»i, it was tibe 
infamous "Orders in Council'*— the originators of 
which deserved impeadbm^it and the scaibld, if 
ever public men did — ^that hung a miO-stone aboui 
England's neck. 

" But where was the use of talking?'' he de-» 
manded — " What chance was there of reason h&ng 
heard in a land that was kii^-ridden, priestHridden^ 
peef^ridden — where a lunatic was the ncxninal 
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monazch^ an unprincipled debaacheethe real ruler; 
Yhere such an insult to cammon sense as hereditary 
legislators was tolerated — ^where snch a humbug as a 
bench of bishops — such an arrogant abuse as a pam- 
pered, persecuting established Church was endured 
and venerated — ^where a standing army was main- 
tained, and a host of lazy parsons and thdr pauper 
fiunilies were kepfc on the &t of ihe land ?^ 

Mr. Helstone, rising up and putting cm his shovel* 
hat, observed in reply, " That in the course of his 
life he had met with two or three instances where 
sentiments of this sort had been very bravely main- 
tained so long as health, strength, and worldly pro- 
sperity had been the allies of him who professed 
them; 'but there came a time," he said, '^ to all men, 
^when the keepers of the house should tremble; 
when they dbould be afraid of that which is higl^ 
and fear should be in the way ;' and that time was 
the test of the advocate of anarchy and rebellion, 
the enemy of religion and order. Ere now," he 
affirmed, he had been called upon to read ^ those 
prsyers our Churdi has provided for the sick, by the 
miserable dying-bed of one of her most rancorous 
files ; he had seen such a one stricken with rei^orse, 
solicitous to discover a place for repentance, and 
unable to find any, though he sought it careBilly 
with tears. He. must forewarn Mr. Yorke, that 
blasphemy agaiost God and the king was a deadly 
sin, and that there was such a thing as ^ judgmient to 
come.'" 
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Mr. Yorke ** believed fully that there was such a 
thing as judgment to come. If it were otherwise, it 
would be difficult to imagine how all the scoundrels 
who seemed triumphant in this world, who broke 
innocent hearts with impunity, abused unmerited 
privileges, were a. scandal to honourable callings, 
took the bread out of the mouths of the poor, brow- 
beat the himible, and truckled meanly to the rich 
and proud — ^were to be properly paid off, in such 
coin as they had earned. But," he added, " when- 
ever he got low-spirited about such like goings-on> 
and their seeming success in this mucky lump of a 
planet, he just reached down t' owd book (pointing 
to a great Bible in the bookcase), opened it like at a 
chance, and he was sure to light of a verse blazing 
wi' a blue brimstone low that set all straight. He 
knew," he said, "where some folk war bound for, 
just as weel as if an angel, wi' great white wings^ 
had come in ower t' door-stone and told him." 

*^ Sir>" said Mr. Helstone, collecting all his 
dignity. " Sir — ^the great knowledge of man is to 
know himself, and the bourne whither his own steps 
tend." 

" Ay, ay ! you 11 recollect, Mr. . Helstone, that 
Ignorance was carried away from the very gates of 
heaven, borne through the air, and thrust in at a 
door in the side of the hill which led down to 
helL" 

*' Nor have I forgotten, Mr. Yorke, that Vain- 
Confidence, not seeing the way before him, fell into 
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a'deep pit, which was on purpose there made by the 
prince of the grounds, to catch vain-glorious fools 
withal, and was dashed to pieces with his fall" 

" Now," interposed Mr, Moore, who had hitherto 
sat a silent but amused spectator of this wordy 
combat, and whose indifference to the party politics 
of the day, as well as to the gossip of the neighbour- 
hood, made him an impartial, if apathetic, judge of 
the merits of such an encounter — ^^ you have both 
sufficiently black-balled each other, and proved how 
cordially you detest each other, and how wicked you 
think each other. For my part, my hate is still 
running in such a strong current against the feUows 
who have broken my frames, that I have none to 
spare for my private acquaintance, and still less for 
such a vague thing as a sect or a government : but 
really, gentlemen, you both seem very bad, by your 
own shewing ; worse than ever I suspected you to 
be. I dare not stay all night with a rebel and 
blasphemer, like you, Yorke ; and I hardly dare ride 
home with a cruel and tyrannical ecclesiastic, like 
Mr. Helstone." 

*^ I am going, however, Mr. Moore;" said the 
Eector sternly : *^ come with me or not, as you 
please." 

" Nay, he shall not have the choice — he shall go 
with you," responded Yorke. " It 's midnight, and 
past; and 111 have nob'dy staying up i' my house 
any longer. Ye mun aU go." 

He rang the bell. 
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'^ Deb," said he to ihe servant who answered it, 
^ dear them folk out o' t' kitdien, and lock t' dooocBy 
and be off to bed. Here is your waj, gentl^nsi,'' 
he ocmtinued to his guests; and, lightii^ them 
Ihrough the passage, he fairly put them out at his 
firont-door. 

They met their party hunying out pell-mdl by 
the badk way; their horses stood at die gate ; they 
mounted, and rode off — Moore laughing at their 
abrupt dismissal, Helstone deeply indignant thereat. 
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CHAPTER V. 
hollow's cottage. 

Moobe's good spirits were still with ham when he 
rose next morning. He and Joe Scott had both 
spent the night in the mill^ availing themselves of 
certain sleeping accommodations producible from 
i^^cesses in the front and back comiting-houses : the 
nueter, always an early riser^ was up somewhat 
sooner even than tisual ; he awoke his man by sing- 
^ a French song as he made his toilet. 

^'YeVe not costen dabm, then^ maister?'' cried 
Joe. 

" Not a stiver, mon gar9on — which means, my 
^: — get up, and we 11 take a turn through the mill 
before iiie hands come in, and 111 explain my future 
plans. We '11 have the machinery yet, Joseph : jovL 
Jiever heard of Bruce, perhaps ?" 

''And th* anand (spider)? Yes, but I hev: 
I Ve read th' history o' Scotland, and happen knaw 
^ mich on't as ye; and I understand ye to mean to 
8ay ye 11 persevejre.'' 
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'* I do." 

" Is there mony o' your mak' i' your country ?" in- 
quired J oe, as he folded up his temporary bed^ and 
put it away. 

" In my country 1 Which is my coimtry ?" 

" Why, France— isn't it ?" 

*^ Not it, indeed ! The circumstance of the French 
having seized Antwerp, where I w^s born, does not 
make me a Frenchman." 

"Holland, then?" 

*^ I am not a Dutchman : now you are confound- 
ing Antwerp with Amsterdam." 

« Flanders ?" 

"I scorn the insinuation, Joel I, a Flamand! 
Have I a Flemish face ? — the clumsy nose standing 
out — ^the mean forehead falling back — the pale blue 
eyes ^ k fleur de tfite ? ' Am I all body and no legs, like 
a Flamand? But you don't know what they are 
like — those Netherlanders. Joe — I 'm an Anversois: 
my mother was an Anversoise, though she came 
of French lineage, which is the reason I speak 
French." 

" But your father war Yorkshire, which maks ye 
a bit Yorkshire too; and onybody may see ye 're 
akin to us, ye 're so keen o' making brass, and getting 
forrards." 

" Joe, you're an impudent dog; but I've always 
been accustomed to a boorish sort of insolence from 
my youth up : the ^ classe ouvriere ' — that is, the work- 
ing people, in Belgium — bear themselves brutally 
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towards their employers ; and by brvtaUy^ Joe, I 
mean brutalement — ^which, perhaps, whea properly- 
translated, should be roughly J^ 

" We alius speak our minds i' this country ; and 
them young parsons and grand folk fro' London is 
diocked at wer ' incwiUtyy and we like weel enow to 
gi'e 'em summat to be shocked at, 'cause it 's sport to 
us to watch 'em turn up the whites o' their een, and 
spreed out their bits o' hands, like as they 're flayed 
wi' bogards, and then to hear 'em say, nipping off 
their words short, Kke— * Dear ! dear ! Whet seveges ! 
How very corse !'" 

** You care savages, Joe ; you don't suppose you 're 
dvilized, do you ?" 

^ Middling, middling, maister. I reckon 'at us 
manufacturing lads i' th' north is a deal more intelli- 
gent, and knaws a deal more nor th' farming folk 
i' th' south. Trade sharpens wer wits; and them 
that's mechanics, like me, is forced to think. Ye 
know, what wi' looking after machinery and sich 
like, I 've getten into that way that when I see an 
effect, I look straight out for a cause, and I oft lig 
hold on't to purpose ; and then I like reading, and I 'm 
curious to knaw what them that reckons to govern 
us aims to do for us and wi' us : and there 's many 
'cuter nor me; there's many a one amang them 
greasy chaps 'at smells o' oil, and amang them dyers 
wi' blue aiid black skins, that has a long head, and 
that can tell what a fooil of a law is, as well as ye or 
old Yorke, and a deal better iM>r soft uns like 
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Christopher Sykes o' Whinbuiy, and greet hectoring 
newts like yond' Irish Peter, Helstone's curate." 

** You think yourself a clever fellow, I know, 
Scott" 

^^ Ay ! I 'm fairish ; I can tell cheese fro* chalk, 
and I 'm varry weel aware that I Ve improved sich 
opportunities as I have had, a deal better nor some 
'at reckons to be aboon me ; but there *s thousands i' 
Yorkshire that's as good as me, and a two-three 
that 's better.'* 

*^ You're a great man — ^you're a sublime fellow; 
but you 're a prig, a conceited noodle with it all, Joe ! 
You need not to think that because you 've picked up 
a little knowledge of practical mathematics, and 
because you have found some scantling of the ele- 
ments of chemistry at the bottom of a dyeing vat, 
that therefore you 're a neglected man of science ; and 
you need not to suppose that because the course of 
trade does not always run smooth, and you, and such 
as you, are sometimes short of work and of bread, 
that therefore your class are martyrs, and that the 
whole form of government imder which you live is 
wrong. And, moreover, you need not for a moment 
to insinuate that the virtues have taken refuge in 
cottages and wholly abandoned slated houses. Let 
me tell you, I particularly abominate that sort of 
trash, because I know so well that human nature is 
human nature everywhere, whether under tile or 
thatch, and that in every specimen of human nature 
that breathes, vice and virtue are ever found blended^ 
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in smaller or greater proportions^ and that the propor- 
tion is not determined by station. I have seen villains 
who were rich, and I have seen villains who were 
poor, and I have seen villains who were neither rich 
nor poor, but who had realized Agar's wish, and 
lived in fair and modest competency. The dock is 
going to strike six : away with you, Joe, and ring 
the miU beU." 

It was now the middle of the month of February ; 
by six o'clock, therefore, dawn was just beginning to 
steal on night, to penetrate with a pale ray its brown 
obscurity, and give a demi-translucence to its opaque 
shadows. Pale enough that ray was on this particular 
morning ; no colour tinged the east, no flush warmed 
it. To see yhat a heavy lid day slowly lifted, what 
a wan glance she flung along the hills, you would 
have thought the sun's fire quenched in last night's 
floods. The breath of this morning was chill as its 
aspect ; a raw wind stirred the mass of night-cloud, 
and shewed, as it slowly rose — cleaving a colourless, 
silver-gleaming ring all round the horizon — ^not blue 
sky, but a stratum of paler vapour beyond. It had 
ceased, to rain, but the earth was sodden, and the 
pools and rivulets were fulL 

The mill-windows were alight, the bell still rung 
loud, and now the little children dame running in, in 
too great a hurry, let us hope, to feel very much 
nipped by the inclement air; and, indeed, by contrast, 
perhaps the morning appeared rather favourable to 
them than otherwise; for they had often come to 
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their work that winter through snow-storms, through 
heavy rain^ through hard £rost. 

Mr. Moore stood at the entrance to watdi them 
paoB : he counted them as they went by ; to those 
who came rather late he said a word of reprimand, 
which was a little more sharply repeated by Joe 
Scott when the lingerers reached the work-rooms. 
Neither master nor overlooker spoke savagely ; they 
Were not savage men either of them, thongb it 
appeared both were rigid, for they fined a delinquent 
who came considerably too late; Mr. Moore made 
him pay his penny down ere he enterediy andinformed 
him that the next repetition of the fault would cost 
him twopence. 

Bules, no doubt, are necessary in su^ cases, and 
coarse and cmel masters will make coarse and crud 
rules, which, at the time we treat of at least, they 
used sometimes to enf(»rce tyrannically ; but, though 
I describe imperfect characters (every character in 
this book will be found to be more or less imperfecta 
my pen refusing to draw anything in the model line), 
I have not undertaken to handle d^raded or utterly 
infiunous ones. Child-torturers, slave masters and 
drivers, I consign to the hands of jailers ; the novelist 
may be excused from suUyis^ his page with the 
record of their deeds. 

Instead, then, of harrowing up my reader^s soul, 
and delighting his organ of Wonder, with effective 
descriptions of stripes and scourgings, I am happy to 
be able to inform him that neither Mr* Moore nor his 
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orerlooker ever struck a child in their milL Joe had^ 
indeed, once yery sererelj flogged a son of his own 
for tellizig a lie and persisting in it^ but, like his 
^nployer, he was too phl^maticy too cahn^ as well as 
too reasonable a man, to make coxporealdiastisement 
other tium the exception to his treatment of the 
yonng. 

Mr. Moore haunted his mill, his mill-yard, his 
dye-house, and his warehouse, till the sickly dawn 
strengthened into day. The sun even ^rose, — at 
least a white disk, dear, tintleas, and almost chillr 
looking as ice, — ^peeped over the dark crest of a hill^ 
changed to silver the livid edge of the doud above i1^ 
and looked solemnly down the whole length of the 
den, or narrow dale, to whose strait bounds we are 
at present limited. It was eight o'clock; the mill 
lights were all extinguished; the signal was given 
for breakfast ; the childrcoi, released for half an hour 
£rom toil, betook themselves, to the little tin cans 
whidi held their coiTee, and to the small baskets 
whidi contained their allowance of bread. Let us 
hope they have enough to eat ; it would be a pity 
were it otherwise. 

And now, at last, Mr. Moore quitted the mill- 
yard, and bent his steps to his dwelling-jiouse. It 
was only a diort distance from the factory, but the 
hedge and high bank on each side of the lane which 
conducted to it seemed to give it something of ibe 
appearance and feeling of sedu^on. It was a emiall, 
white-washed place, with a green porch over the 
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door; scanty brown stalks shewed in the garden 
soil near this porch^ and likewise beneath the win* 
dows, — stalks budless and flowerless now^ but giving 
dim prediction of trained and blooming creepers for 
summer days. A grass-plat and borders fronted the 
cottage ; the borders presented only black mould yet, 
except where, in sheltered nooks, the first shoots of 
snowdrop or crocus peeped, green as emerald, from 
the earth. The spring was late; it had been a 
severe and prolonged winter ; the last deep snow had 
but just disappeared before yesterday's rains ; on the 
hills, indeed, white remnants of it yet gleamed, 
flecking the hollows and crowning the peaks: the 
iawn was not verdant, but bleached, as was the grass 
on the bank, and under the hedge in the lane. 
Three trees, gracefully grouped, rose beside the 
cottage ; they were not lofty, but having no rivals 
near, they looked well and imposing where - they 
grfew. Such was Mr. Moore's home; a snug nest 
for content and contemplation, but one within which 
the wings of action and ambition could not long lie 
folded. 

Its air of modest comfort seemed to possess no 
particular attraction for its owner ; instead of enter- 
ing the house at once, he fetched a spade from a 
little shed and began to work in the garden. For 
about a. quarter of an hour he dug on uninterrupted ; 
at length, however, a window opened, and a female 
voice called to him : — 

** Eh, bien ! Tu ne d^jeunes pas ce matin?" 
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The answer and the rest of the conversation was 
in French^ but as this is an English book^ I shall 
translate it into English. 

"Is breakfast ready, Hortense?" 
** Certainly ; it has been ready half an hour." 
** Then I am ready, too : I have a canine hunger." 
He threw down his spade and entered the house : 
the narrow passage conducted him to a small parlour^ 
where a breakfast of co£fee and bread and butter, 
with the somewhat un-English accompaniment of 
stewed pears was spread on the table. Over these 
viands presided the lady who had spoken from the 
window I must describe her before I go any 
further. 

She seemed a little older than Mr. Moore, perhaps 
she was thirty-five, tall, and proportionately stout ; 
she had very black hair, for the present twisted up 
in curl-papers ; a high colour in her cheeks, a small 
nose, a pair of little black eyes. The lower part of 
her face was large in proportion to the upper; her 
forehead was snudl and rather corrugated; she had 
a fretful though not an ill-natured expression of 
countenance; there was something in her whole 
appearance one felt inclined to be half provoked 
with, and half amused at. The strangest point was 
her dress: a stuff petticoat and a striped cotton 
camisole. The petticoat was short, displaying well 
a pair of feet and ankles which left much to be 
desired in the article of symmetry. 
You will think I have depicted a remarkable 
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abttern, reader; — not at all. Hortense Moore (Bhe 
was Mr. Moore's sister) was a very orderly, ecoiM>- 
mical person : the petticoat, camisole, and cuil-papexB 
were her morning costume, in which, of fereooons, 
she had always been accustomed to '^ go her house- 
hold ways" in her own country. She did not choose 
to adopt English fashions because she was obliged to 
live in England; she adhered to her old Belgian 
modes, quite satisfied that there was a merit in so 
doing. 

Mademoiselle had an excellent opinion of hersdf, 
an opinion not wholly imdeserved, for ^e possessed 
some good and sterling qualities; but she i»th«r 
over-estimated the kind and degree of these qualities, 
and quite left out of the aocoimt sundry little defects 
which accompanied them. You could never have 
persuaded her that she was a prejudiced and luorow- 
minded person, that she was too susceptible on the 
subject of her own dignity and importance, and too 
apt to take offence about trifles; yet all this was 
true. However, where her daims to distinction were 
jQOt opposed, and where her prejudices were not 
offended, she could be kind and friendly enough. To 
her two brothers (for there was another Gerard 
Moore besides Robert), she was very much attached. 
As the sole r^nsdning representatives . of th^ de- 
cayed family, the perscms of both were almost sa<a^ 
in her eyes; of Ix>uis, howev^, she knew less Ihan 
of Bobert; he had been sent to England when a 
mere boy, and had received his education at an £ng- 
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lidi schooL His edueation not bdng such as to 
adapt him for trade^ perhaps^ too^ his natural bent 
not indiniag &iin to merdantile pursuits, he had, 
when the hlight of hereditary pio&{)ects rendered it 
necessary f<xr him to piHii his own fortune, adopted 
the very arduous and very modest care^ of a teacher ; 
he had been udier in a sdiool, and was said now to 
be tutor in a private &mily. Hortense, when she 
mentioned Lo^ described him as having what she 
called '' des moy^is,'' but as being too backward and 
quiet ; her praise of Robert was in a different strain, 
less qualified; she was very proud of him; she re- 
garded him as the greatest man in Europe; all he 
said and did was remarkable in h^ eyes, and she 
^ected others to b^iold him from the same point 
of view ; nolhing oould be nH)re irrational, monstrous, 
aud infamous, fhan. opposition ficom any quarter to 
Robert, unless it were opposition to herself. 

Aooordii^y, as soon as the said Robert was seated 
-at the breah&st table, and she had helped him to a 
portion of stewed pears, and eat him a good-sized 
Belgian tartine, she began to pour out a flood of 
amazement and horror at the transaction of ladt 
night, the destruction of the frames- 

** Quelle id6e! to destroy them. Quelle a<5tion 
honteuse! On voyait bien que les ouvriers de ce 
pays ',6taient k la fois b^tes eA m^chants. C'etait 
absolument comme les dmnestiques Anglais, les sav 
Tantes surtout : lien dlnsupportable comme cette Saxa, 
par exemple !" 
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*^ She looks clean and industrious,^ Mr« Moore re- 
marked. 

" Looks ? I don't know how she looks ; and I do 
not say that she is altogether dirty or idle : mais elle 
est d'une insolence I She disputed with me a quarter 
of an hour yesterday about the cooking of the beef; 
she said I boiled it to rags, that English people would 
neyer be able to eat such a dish as our bouilli, that 
the bouillon was no better than greasy wann water, 
and as to the choucroute, she affirms she cannot touch 
it 1 That barrel we have in the cellar — delightfully 
prepared by my own hands — she termed a tub of hog 
wash, which means food for pigs. I am harassed 
with the girl, and yet I cannot part with her lest 
I should get a worse. You are in the same position 
with your workmen, — ^pauvre cher frere !" 

^* I am afraid you are not very happy in England, 
Hortense,'' 

"It is my duty to be happy where you are, 
brother; but otherwise, there are certainly a thou- 
sand things which make me regret our native town. 
All the world here appears to me ill-bred (mal-eleve). 
I find my habits considered ridiculous ; if a girl out 
of your mill chances to come into the kitchen and 
find me in my jupon and camisole . preparing dinner 
(for you know I cannot trust Sarah to cook a single 
dish), she sneers^ If I accept an invitation out to 
tea, which I have done once or twice, I perceive I 
am put quite into the background; I have not that 
attention paid me which decidedly is my due; of 
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what an excellent family are the Gerards^' as we 
know, and the Moores also! They have a right 
to claim a certain respect, and to feel wounded when 
it is withheld from them. In Antwerp, I was always 
treated with distinction ; here, one would think that 
when I open my lips in company, I speak English 
with a ridiculous accent, whereas I am quite assured 
that I pronounce it perfectly.'' 

" Hortense, in Antwerp we were known rich ; in 
England we were never known but poor." 

** Precisely, and thus mercenary are mankind. 
Again, dear brother, last Sunday, if you recoUect, 
was very wet ; accordingly, I went to church in my 
neat black sabots, objects one would not indeed wear 
in a fashionable city ; but which in the country. I 
have ever been accustomed to use for walking in 
dirty roads. Believe me, as I paced up the aisle, 
composed and tranquil, as I am always, four ladies, 
and as many gentlemen, laughed and hid their faces 
behind their prayer-books." 

".Well, well! don't put on the sabots again. I 
told you before I thought they were not quite the 
thing for this country." 

** But, brother, they are not common sabots, such 
as the peasantry wear. I tell you, they are sabots 
noirs, trfes propres, trfes convenables. At Mons and 
LeuzC' — cities not very far removed from the elegant 
capital of Brussels— it is very seldom that the re- 
spectable people wear anything else for walking in 
wintefff . Let any one try to wade the mud of the 
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Flemish chanss^es in a pair of Paris brodequins, on 
xn'en dirait des nouyelles !" 

'^ Never mind Mons and Leaze^ and the Flemish 
chanss^es ; do at Rome as the Romans do ; and as to 
the camisole and jupon, I am not quite sure about 
them either. I never see an English lady dressed in 
6uch garments. Ask Caroline Hebtone.'' 

'^ Caroline ! I ask Caroline ? / oonsolt her 
iabout my dress ? It is she who on all points shonld 
consult me; she is a child.* 

'^ She is eighteen, or at the least seventeen ; old 
enough to know all about gowns, petticoats, and 
chaussures.^ 

*' Do not spoil Caroline, I entreat you, brother; 
do not make her of more consequence than she 
ought to be. At present she is modest and unas- 
suming : let us keep her so." 

" With all my heart. Is she comii^ Ihis morning?* 

^^ She will come at ten, as usual, to take her 
French lesson." 

** You don't find that she sneers at you, do you?" 

^^ She does not, she appreciates me better lium 
any one else here ; but then she has more intimate 
opportunities of knowing in^: ^e sees tiiat I have 
education, intelligence, mannei*, prindples; all, in 
^ort, which belongs to a person well-bom md well- 
bred." 

« Are you at all fond of her ?" 

** For foTid — I camiot say : I am not one who is 
prone to take violent fancies, and, consequently, my 
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fintendship is the more to be depended on. I have a 
regard for her as my relative; her position also 
inspires interest, and her conduct as my pupil has 
hitherto been such as rather to enhance, than di- 
nuoisb the attachment that springs from other 
causes." 

** She behaves pretty well at lessons ? " 

*^ To me she behaves very well ; but you are oon- 
ficious, brothar, that I have a manner calculated to 
repel over-familiarity, to win esteem, and to com- 
mand respect. Yet, possessed of penetration, I per- 
cdve clearly that Caroline is not perfect; that there 
IS much to be desired in her.'' 

*' Give me a last cup of coffee, and while I am 
drinking it amuse me with an account of her 
fruits." 

'^ Dear brother, I am haj^y to see you eat your 
fareakfiist with relish, after the fittiguing ni^t you 
have passed. Caroline, then, is defective ; but, with 
my forming haaad and almost motherly care, she may 
improve. There is about her an occasional some- 
thing — a reserve, I think — which I do not quite 
Mke, because it is not sufficiently girlish and sub* 
missive; and there are glimpses of an unsettled 
hurry in her nature, which put me out. Yet she is 
usually most tranquil, too dejected and thoughtful 
indeed scHoaetimes. In time, I doubt not, I shall 
make her uniformly sedate and decorous, without 
being unaccountably pensive. I ever disapprove 
what is not intelligible." 
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'^ I don't understand your account in the least; 
what do you mean by * unsettled hurries^' . for 
Instance?" 

'^An example will, perhaps, be the most satis- 
factory ^planation. I sometimes, you are aware, 
make her read French poetry by way of practice in 
pronunciation. She has, in the course of her lessonsf, 
gone through much of Comeille and Racine, in a 
very steady, sober spirit, such as I approve. Occa- 
sionally she showed, indeed, a degree of languor 
in tiie perusal of those esteemed authors, partaking 
rather, of apathy than sobriety, and apathy is what 
I cannot tolerate in those who have the benefit of 
my instructions ; besides, one should not be apathe- 
tic in studying standard works* The other day I 
put into her hands a volume of short fugitive pieces. 
I sent her to the window to learn one by heart, and 
when I looked up I saw her turning tiie leaves over 
impatiently, and curling her lip, absolutely with 
scorn, as she surveyed the littie poems cursorily. 
I chid her. *Ma cousine,' said * she,. *tout cela 
m'ennuie a la mort.' I told her this was improper 
language. — *DieuI' she exclaimed. *I1 n'y a done 
pas deux lignes de po'esie dans toute la litt^rature 
fran^aise?' I inquired what she meant. She 
begged my pardon with proper submission. . Ere 
long she was still ; I saw her smiling to herself over 
the book ; she began to learn assiduously. la half 
an hour she came and stood before me, presented the 
volume, folded her hands, as I always require her 



hollow's cottage. 9b 

to do, and commenced the repetition of that short 
thing by Ch6nier, * La Jeune Captive/ If you had 
heard the manner in which she went through this, 
and in which she uttered a few incoherent comments 
when she had done, you would have known what 
I meant by the phrase * unsettled hurry.' One 
would have thought Chenier was more moving than 
all Racine and all Comeille* You, brother, who 
have so much sagacity, will discern that this dis^ 
proportionate preference argues an ill-regulated 
mind ; but she is fortunate in a preceptress* I will 
^ve her a system, a method of thought, a set of 
opinions ; I will give her the perfect control and 
guidance of her feelings." 

** Be sure you do, Hortense : here she comes.' 
That. was her shadow passed the window, I believe." 

** Ah I truly. She is too early — ^half an hour be- 
fore her time. — My child, what brings you here 
before I have breakfasted ?" 

This question was addressed to an individual who 
now entered the room, a young girl, wrapped in a 
winter mantle, the folds of which were gathered with 
some grace round an apparently slender figure. 

** I came in haste to see how you were, Hortense, 
and how Robert was, too* I was sure you would be 
both grieved by what happened last night. I did 
not hear till thia morning: my uncle told me at 
breakfast." 

*^ Ah I it is unspeakable. You sympathize with 
us ? , Your uncle sympathizes with us ?" 
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^' My unde ib yery angry ; bat he was widL 
Bobert, I believer was he not ? Did he not go with 
you to StUbro' Moor ?" 

" Yes: we set out in very martial style, Caroline; 
but the priaonen we went to reacne met us half- 
way*" 

'^ Of course, nobody was hurt ?" 

'^ Why, no ; only Joe Seott's wrists were a little 
galled with beii:^ pinioned too tightly behind his 

back." 

'< You were not there? You were not with the 
waggons when they were attacked?" 

'^ No : one seldom has the fc^tone to be present at 
occurrences at which one would particularly wish to 
assist" 

''Where are you goii^ this nunming? I saw 
Mui^troyd waddling your hoorse in the yard." 

** To Whinbury : it is marketNday." 

'' Mr. Yorke is going, too : I met him in his gig. 
Come home with him." 

''Why?" 

"Two are better than one, and nobody dislikes 
Mr. Y<»:ke; at least, poor people do not dislike 
him." 

" Therefore he would be a protection to me, who 
am hated?" 

"Who are nusunderstood : that, probably, is the 
word. Shall you be late ? — ^Will he be late, cousin 
Hortense?" 

" It is too probable : he has often mudi business 
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to transact at Whinbury. Have you brought your 
exercise-book, child?" 

** Yes. What time will you return, Bobert ?" 

*^ I generally return at seven. Do you wish me 
to be at home earlier ?" 

** Try rather to be back by six. It is not abso- 
lutely dark at six now; but by seven daylight is 
quite gone." 

^^ And what danger is to be apprehended, Caroline^ 
when daylight is gone? What peril do you conceive 
comes as the companion of darkness, for me ?" 

^' I am not sure that I can define my fears ; but 
we all have a certain anxiety at present about our 
iriends. My uncle calls these times dangerous : he 
says, too, that mill-owners are unpopular." 

*^ And I one of the most unpopular ? Is not that 
the fact? You are reluctant to speak out plainly, 
but at heart you think me liable to Pearson's fate, 
who was shot at — ^not, indeed, from behind a hedge, 
but in his own house, through his staircase-window, 
as he was going to bed." 

"Anne Pearson showed me the bullet in the 
chamber-door," remarked Caroline^ gravely, as she 
folded her mantle, and arranged it and her muff on a 
side-table. "You know," she continued, "there is a 
hedge all the way along the road from here to Whin- 
bury, and there are the Fieldhead plantations to 
pass ; but you will be back by six — or before ?" 

"Certainly he will," affirmed Hortense. "And 
now, my child, prepare your lessons for repetition, 

VOL. I. K 
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while I put the peas to soak for the pur6e at 
dinner.'' 

TVlth this direction, she left the room. 

'^ You suspect I have many enemies then, Caro- 
line?" said Mr. Moore; ^^and, doubtleas, you know 
me to be destitute. of friends ?" 

^^Not destitute, Bobert There is your raster, 
your brother Louis — ^whom I have never seen — ^there 
is Mr. Yorke, and there is my imde; besides, of 
course, many more." 

Robert smiled. " You would be puzzled to name 
your ^many mwe,'" said he. "But show me your 
exercise-book. What extreme pains you take with 
the writing ! My sister, I suppose, exacts this care : 
she wants to form you in aU things after the model 
of a Flemish school-girL What life are you destined 
for, Caroline ? What will you do with your French, 
drawing, and other acoomplifiixm^tits when they are 
acquired?" 

** You may well say, whoi they are acquired ; for, 
as you are aware, till Hortense began to teach me, I 
knew precious little. As to the life I am destined 
for, I cannot tell: I suppose, to keep my uncle's 
house, till — ^ she hesitated. 

^^TiUwhat? TiUhedies?" 

^^ No. How harsh to say that I I never think (^ 
his dying : he is only fifty-five. But tiU — ^in short, ^ 
till events offer other occupations for me." 

" A remarkably vague prospect ! Are you content 
with it?" 
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'^I used to be» fonnerly. Children^ you know^ 
have little reflection, or rather their reflections nm 
on ideal themes. There are moments now when I 
am not quite satisfied." 
Why?" 
I am making no money — earning nothing." 

*^You come to the point, Lina; you, too, then, 
wish to make money ?^' 

^'I do: I should like an occupation ; and if I were 
a boy, it would not be so difficult to find one. I see 
Buch an eai^, pleasant way of learning a business, and 
making my way in Ufe." 

** Go on : let us hear what way." 

** I coidd be apprenticed to your trade — ^the doth- 
trade : I could learn it of you, as we are distant rdb- 
tions. I would do the counting-house work, keep 
the books, and write the letters, while you went to 
market. I know you greatly desire to be rich, in 
order to pay your father's debts; perhaps I could 
help you to get rich." 

Help me f You should think of your8el£" 
I do think of myself; but must one for ever think 
only of one's self?" 

'* Of whom else do I think ? Of whom else dare 
I think ? The poor ought to have no large sympa- 
thies ; it is their duty to be narrow." 

« No, Robert ^" 

*^Yes, Caroline. Poverty is necessarily selfish, 
contracted, grovelling, anxious. Now and then a 
poor man's heart, when certfun beams and dews visit 
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it, may swell like the budding vegetation in yonder 
garden on this spring day, may feel ripe to evolve in 
foliage — ^perhaps* blossom; but he must not encour-^ 
age the plea^int impulse; he must invoke prudence 
to check it, with that frosty breath of hers, which is 
as nipping as any north wind.'' 

No cottage would be happy then," 
When I speak of poverty, I do not so much mean 
the natural, habitual poverty of the working-man, as 
the embarrassed penury of the man in debt; my 
grub-worm is always a straitened, struggling, care- 
worn tradesman.'^ 

" Cherish hope, not anxiety. Certain ideas have 
become too fixed in your mind. It may be presump- 
tuous to say it, but I have the impression that there 
is something wrong in your notions of the best means 

of attaining happiness ; as there is in " Second 

hesitation. 

" I am all ear, Caroline." 

** In — (courage ! let me speak the truth) — ^in your 
manner — ^mind,I say only manner — ^to these Yorkshire 
workpeople." 

** You have often wanted to tell me that, have you 
not?" 

^^Yes; often — very often." 

** The faults of my manner are, I think, only nega- 
tive. I am not proud : what has a man in my posi- 
tion to be proud of? I am only taciturn, phlegmatic, 
and joyless." 

" As if your living cloth-dressers were all machines 
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like your frames and shears : in your own house you 
seem different." 

" To those of my own house I am no alien^ which 
I am to these English clownst I might act the 
benevolent with them, but acting is not my forte. I 
find them irrational, perverse ; they hinder me when 
I long to hurry forward. In treating them justly, I 
fulfil my whole duty towards them." 

"You don't expect them to love you, of course?" 

« Nor wish it." 

^^Ahl" said the monitress, shalpng her head, and 
heaving a deep sigh. With this ejaculation, indicative 
that she perceived a screw to be loose somewhere, 
but that it was out of her reach to set it right, she 
bent over her grammar, and sought the rule and 
exercise for the day. 

" I suppose I am not an affectionate man, Caroline ; 
the attachment of a very few suffices me." 

*' If you please, Robert, will you mend me a pen or 
two before you go ?" 

" First, let me rule your book, for you always con- 
trive to draw the lines aslant. . . . There now. 
. . . And now for the pens : you like a fine one, 
I think?" 

** Such as you generally make for me and Hortense ; 
not your own broad points." 

" If I were of Louis's calling, I might stay at home 
•and dedicate this morning to you and your studies; 
whereas I must spend it in Sykes' wool-warehouse." 

*** You will be making money." 
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^ More likely losing it." 

As he finished mending the pens, a horse, saddled 
and bridled, was brought up to the garden«^te. 

** There, Fred, is ready for me; I must go. I'll 
take one look to see what the spring has done in the 
south border, too, first." 

He quitted the room, and went out into the garden* 
ground behind the milL A sweet Mnge of young 
verdure and opening flowers — snowdrop, crocus, e^en 
primrose — ^bloomed in the sunshine under the hot 
waU of the fiictory . Moore plucked heife and there a 
blossom and leaf, till he had collected a little bouquet ; 
lie returned to the parlour, pilfered a thread of siDc 
&om his sister's work-basket, tied the flowers, and 
laid them on Caroline's desk. 
Now, good-morning." 

Thank you, Robert ; it is pretty ; it looks, as it 
lies there, like sparkles of sunshine and blue slr^ : 
good-morning." 

He went to the door —stopped — opened his lips as 
if to speak — said nothing, and moved on. He passed 
through the wicket, and mounted his horse: in a 
second, he had flung himself from the saddle again, 
transferred the reins to Murgatroyd, and re-entered 
the cottage. 

'^ I forgot my gloves," he said, appearing to take 
something from the side-table ; then, as an impromptu 
thought, he remarked, ^You have no binding en* 
gagement at home, perhaps, Caroline ?" 

'^ I never have : some children's socks, which Mrs. 
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Bamsden has ordered, to knit for the Jew's basket ; 
but they will keep." 

" Jew's basket be sold ! Never was utensil 

better named. Anything more Jewish than it — its 
contents, and their prices — cannot be conceived : but 
I see something, a very tiny curl, at the comers of 
your lip, which tells me that you know its merits as 
well as I do. Forget the Jew's basket, then, and 
spend the day here as a ehange* Your uncle won't 
break his heart at your absence ?" 

She smiled. '' No." 

**The old Cossack I I daresay not," muttered 
Moore. " Then stay and diiie with Hortense ; she 
will be glad of your company ; I shall return in good 
time. We will have a little reading in the evening: 
idle moon rises at half-past eight, and I will walk up 
to the rectory wiA you at nine. Do you agree ?" 

She nodded her head ; and her eyes lit up. 

Moore lingered yet two minutes : he. bent over 
Caroline's desk and glanced at her grammar, he 
fingered her pen^ he lifted her bouquet and played 
with it ; his horse stamped impatient \ Fred. Miuga- 
troyd hemmed and coughed at the gate, as if he 
wondered what in the world his master was doing. 
'^ Good-morning, " again said Moore, and finally 
vanished. 

Hortense, coming in ten minutes after, found, to 
her surprise, that Caroline had not yet commenced 
h^ exercise. 
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CHAPTEK VI. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Mademoiselle Moobe had that mormng a some- 
what absent-minded pupiL Caroline forgot, again 
and again, the explanations which were given to 
her; however, she still bore with unclouded mood 
the chidings her inattention brought upon her. Sit- 
ting in the sunshine, near the window, she seemed 
to receive with its warmth a kind influence, which 
made her both happy and good Thus disposed, 
she looked her best, and her best was a pleasing 
vision. 

To her had not been denied the gift of beauty ; 
it was not absolutely necessary to know her in order 
to like her ; she was fair enough to please, even at 
the first view. Her shape suited her age ; it was 
girlish, light, and pliant ; every curve was neat, 
every limb proportionate: her face was expressive 
and gentle ; her eyes were handsome, and gifted at 
times with a winning beam that stole into the heart, 
with a language that spoke softly to the afiections. 
Her mouth was very pretty; she had a delicate skin. 
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and a fine flow of brown hair, which she knew how 
to arrange with taste; curls became her, and she 
possessed them in picturesque profusion. Her style 
of dress announced taste in the wearer; very unob- 
trusive in fashion, far from costly in material, but 
suitable in colour to the fair complexion with which 
it contrasted, and in make to the slight form which 
it draped. Her present winter garb was of merino, 
the same soft shade of brown as her hair ; the little 
collar round her neck lay over a pink ribbon, and 
was fastened with a pink knot ; she wore no other 
decoration. 

So much for Caroline Helstone's appearance ; as 
to her character or intellect, if she had any, they 
must speak for themselves in due time. 

Her connections are soon explained. She was the 
child of parents separated soon after her birth, in 
consequence of disagreement of disposition. Her 
mother was the half-sister of Mr. Moore's father; 
thus — though there was no mixture of blood — she 
was, in a distant sense, the cousin of Robert, Louis, 
and Hortense. Her father was the brother of Mr. 
Helstone — a man of the character friends desire not 
to recall, after death has once settled all earthly 
accounts*. He had rendered his wife unhappy : the 
reports which were known to be true concerning 
him, had given an air of probability to those which 
were falsely circulated respecting his better-prin- 
cipled brother. Caroline had never known her 
mother, as she was taken from her in infancy, and 
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had not since seen her; her fiidier died compara- 
tiyely joung, and h^ uncle, the Rector, had for sonie 
years been her sole gnardian* He was not, as we 
are aware, much adapted, either by nature or habits, 
to have the clitoge of a young girl : he had taken 
little trouble about her education; probably^ he 
would have taken none if she, finding herself ne- 
glected, had not grown anxious on her own account, 
and asked, every now and then, for a little attention, 
and for the means of acquiring such amount of 
knowledge as could not be dispensed with. Still, 
she had a depressing feeling that she was inferior, 
that her attainments were fewer Aan were usually 
possessed by girls of her age and station ; and very 
glad was she to ayail herself of the kind otkr made 
by her cousin Hortense, soon after the arriyal of 
the latter at HolloVs-mill, to teach her French and 
fine needlewOTk. Mdlle. Moore, for her part, 
delighted in Ihe task, because it gave her impor- 
tance ; she liked to lord it a little over a docile yet 
quick pupiL She took Caroline precisely at bar 
own estimate, as an irr^ularly-taught, even igno* 
rant girl ; and when ^e found that she made rapid 
and eager progress, it was to no taient — ^no apj^- 
cation in the scholar, she ascribed the improvement 
but entirely to her own superior method of teachr 
ing ; when dhe found that Caroline, unskilled in 
routine, had a knowledge of her own — desultory but 
varied, the discovery caused her no surprise, for she 
still imagined that from her conversation had the 
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girl unawares gleaned these treasures: Ae thought 

it eveia when fiaxsed to feel that her pupil knew 

much on sufcgecta whereof she knew little : the idea 

was not logical^ but Hortenae had perfect faitii 

in it. 

Mademokelle. who prided herself on possessnoer 
«nn esprit podtif," Jd on entertaining Vde^ 
preference for dry studies, kept her young oougdn 
to the same as closely as she could. She worked her 
unrelentingly at the grammar of the French lan- 
guage, assigning her, as &e most improving exercise 
die could deyise, interminable ^^ analyses logiques." 
These " analyses" were by no means a source of par- 
ticular pleasure to Caroline ; she thought she could 
have learned French just as well without them, and 
grudged excessively the time spent in pondering over 
'^ propositions, principales, et incidentes ;" in deciding 
^e ^ineidente determinative" and the ^^incidente 
appfieative;" in examining whether the proposition 
was **pleine," " effiptique," or "implicite." Some- 
times Ae lost herself in the maze, and when so lost, 
she would^ now and then (while Hortense was rum- 
maging her drawers up-stairs, — an unaccountable 
occupation in which she spent a large portion of 
eadi day, arranging, disarranging, rearranging and 
counter-arranging) — carry her book to Kobert in 
tiie counting-house, and get the rough place made 
emooth by his aid. Mr. Moore possessed a clear, 
tranquil brain of his own; almost as soon as he 
looked at Caroline's little difficulties they seemed to 
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dissolve beneath his eye : in two minutes he would 
explain all; in two words give the key to the puzzle. 
She thought if Hortense could only teach like him, 
how much faster she might learn! Kepaying him 
by an admiring and gratefiil smile, rather shed at his 
feet than lifted to his face, she would leave the mill 
reluctantly to go back to the cottage, and then, 
while she completed the exercise, or worked out th,e 
sum (for MdUe. Moore taught her arithmetic, too,) 
she would wish nature had made her a boy instead of 
a girl, that she might ask Kobert to let her be his 
clerk, and sit with him in the counting-house, instead 
of sitting with Hortense in the parlour. 

Occasionally — ^but this happened very rarely — she 
spent the evening at HoUow's cottage. Sometimes 
during these visits, Moore was away, attending a 
market; sometimes he was gone to Mr. Yorke's; 
often he was engaged with a male visitor in another 
room; but sometimes, too, he was at home, disen- 
gaged, free to talk with Caroline. When this was 
the case, the evening hours passed on wings of light; 
they were gone before they were counted. There 
was no room in England so pleasant as that small 
parlour when the three cousins occupied it. Hor- 
tense, when she was not teaching, or scolding, or 
cooking, was far firom ill-humoured; it was her 
custom to relax towards evening, and to be kind to 
her young English kinswoman. There was a means, 
too, of rendering her delightful, by inducing her to 
take her guitar and sing and play ; she then became 
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quite good-natured; and as she played with skill, 
and had a well-toned voice, it was not disagreeable 
to listen to her: it would have been absolutely 
agreeable, except that her formal and self-important 
character modulated her strains, as it impressed her 
manners and moulded her countenance. 

Mr. Moore, released from the business-yoke, was, if 
not lively himself, a willing spectator of Caroline's 
liveliness, a complacent listener to her talk, a ready 
respondent to her questions. He was something 
agreeable to sit near, to hover round, to address and 
look at. Sometimes he was better than this, — 
almost animated, quite gentle and friendly. 

The drawback was, that by the next morning he 
was sure to be frozen up again ; and however much 
he seemed, in his quiet way, to enjoy these social 
evenings, he rarely contrived their recurrence. This 
circumstance puzzled the inexperienced head of his 
cousin. ^^If I had a means of happiness at my 
command," she thought, *^ I would employ that means 
often ; I would keep it bright with use, and not let 
it lie for weeks aside, till it gets rusty." 

Yet she was careful not to put in practice her 
own theory. Much as she liked an evening visit to 
the cottage, she never paid one unasked. Often, 
indeed, when pressed by Hortense to come, she 
would refuse, because Robert did not second, or but 
slightly seconded the request. This morning was 
.the first time he had ever, of his own unprompted 
will, given her an invitation; and then he had 
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spoken so kindly, that in hearing him she had 
received a sense of happiness snffident to keep her 
ghd for the whole day. 

The morning passed as nsuaL MademoiseUe, ever 
breathlessly busy, spent it in bustling &om kitehen 
to parlour — ^now soolding Sarah, now looking ovor 
Caroline's exercise or hearing her repetitioii-leBBon. 
Howeyer faultlessly these tasks were adueved, die 
never commended: it was a maxim with her that 
praise is inconsistent with a teacher's dignity^ and 
that blame, in more or less imqualified measure, ia 
indispensable to it. She thought incessant reprimand, 
severe or slight, quite necessary to the maintenance 
of her authority ; and if no possible error was to be 
found in the lesson, it was the pupil's carriage, or ttr, 
or dress, or mien, which required coirection. 

The usual afiray todc place about the dinner, 
which meal, when Sarah at last brought it into the 
room, she almost flung upon the table, with a look 
that expressed quite plainly : ^^ I never dished such 
stuff i' my life afore; it's not fit for dogs." Not- 
withstanding Sarah's scorn, it was a savoury repast 
enough. The soup was a sort of puree of dried peas, 
which Mademoiselle had prepared amidst bitter 
lamentations that in this desolate country of England 
no haricot beans were to be had. Then came a dish 
of meat — ^nature unknown, but supposed to be mis- 
cellaneous — singularly chopped up with crumbs of 
bread, seasoned uniquely though not unpleasantly, 
and baked in a mould; a queer, but by no means 
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tLnpalatable dieh. Greens, oddly braised, formed the 
acoompajiying vegetable ; and a pate of fruit, con- 
served afier a receipt devised by Madame Gerard 
Moore's ^^ grand' m^re," and &om the taste of which it 
appeared probable that ^^melasse" had been substi-* 
tated for sugiu% completed the dinner. 

Caroline had no objection to this Belgian cookery: 
indeed, she rather liked it for a change, and it was 
well she did so, for had Ae evinced any disrelish 
thereof, such manifestation woidd have injured her 
in Mademoiselle's good graces for ever; a positive 
dime might have been more easily pardoned than a 
8ympt(»n of distaste for the foreign comestibles* 

Soon after dinner Caroline coaxed her governess* 
cousin up-stairs to dress : this manoeuvre required 
management. To have hinted that the jupon, 
camisole, and curl-papers were odious objects, or 
indeed other than quite meritorious points, would 
have been a felony. Any premature attempt to urge 
their disappearance was therefore imwise, and would 
be likely to issue in the persevering wear of them 
during the whole day. CarefuUy avoiding rocks and 
quicksands, however, the pupil, on pretence of 
requiring a change of scene, contrived to get the 
teacher aloft, and^ once in the bed-room, she per- 
suaded her that it was not worth while returning 
thither, and that she might as well make her toilette 
now; and while Mademoiselle delivered a solemn 
hoQiily on her own surpassing merit in disregarding 
all frivolities of fashion, Caroline denuded her of the 
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camisole, invested her with a decent gown, arranged 
her collar, hair, &c. and made her quite presentable. 
But Hortense would put the finishing touches her- 
self, and these finishing touches consisted in a thick 
handkerchief tied round the throat, and a large, 
servant-like black apron, which spoiled everything. 
On no account would Mademoiselle have appeared in 
her own house without the thick handkerchief and 
the voluminous apron : the first was a poa^tive mat- 
ter of morality — ^it was quite improper not to wear a 
fichu; the second was the ensign of a good house- 
wife—she appeared to think that by means of it she 
somehow effected a large saving in her brother's 
income. She had, with her own hands, made and 
presented to Caroline similar equipments; and the 
only serious quarrel they had ever had, and which 
still left a soreness in the elder cousin's soul, had 
arisen from the refusal of the younger one to accept 
of and profit by these elegant presents. 

*^ I wear a high dress and a coUar," said Caroline, 
^^ and I should feel suffocated with a handkerchief in 
addition ; and my short aprons do quite as well as 
that very long one : I would rather make no 
change." 

Yet Hortense, by dint of perseverance, would pro- 
bably have compelled her to make a change, had not 
Mr. Moore chanced to overhear a dispute on the 
subject, and decided that Caroline's little aprons 
would sufiice, and that, in his opinion, as she was 
still but a child, she might for the present dispense 
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with the fichu, especially as her curls were long, and 
almost touched her shoulders. 

therefore his sister was compelled to yield; but she 
disapproved entirely of the piquai^t neatmess of 
Caroline's costume, and the lady-like grace of her 
appearance: something more sohd and homely, she 
would have considered " beaucoup plus convenable." 
The afternoon was devoted to sewing. Made- 
moiselle, like most Belgian ladies, was specially 
skilful with her needle. She by no means thought 
it waste of time to devote unnumbered hours to fine 
embroidery, sight-destroying lace-work, marvellous 
netting and knitting, and, above all, to most 
elaborate stocking-mending. She would give a day 
to the mending of two holes in a stocking any time, 
and think her ^ mission" nobly fulfilled when she 
had accomplished it. It was another of Carohne's 
troubles to be condemned to learn this foreign style 
of darning, which was done stitch by stitch so as 
exactly to imitate the &bric of the stocking itself; a 
wearifii' process, but conadered by Hortense Gerard, 
and by her ancestresses before her for long genera- 
tions back, as one of the first ^^ duties of woman." 
She herself had had a needle, cotton, and a fearfully 
torn stocking put into her hand while she yet wore a 
child's coif on her little black head : her ^^ hauts faits ^ 
in the darning line had been exhibited to company 
ere she was six years old, and when she first dis- 
covered that Caroline was profoundly ignorant of 
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this most essential of attainments, she could have 
wept with pity over her miserably neglected youth. 

No time did she lose in seeking up a hopeless pair 
of hose, of which the heels were entirely gone, and 
in setting tixe ignorant English girl to repair tiie 
deficiency : this task had been commenced two years 
ago, and Caroline had the stockings in her work-bag 
yet. She did a few rows every day, by way of 
penance for the expiation of her sins : they were a 
grievous burden to her, she would much have liked 
to put them in the fire ; and once Mr. Moore, who 
had observed her sitting and sighing over them, had 
proposed a private incremation in the counting- 
house, but to this proposal Caroline knew it would 
have been impolitic to accede — the result could only 
be a fresh pair of hose, probably in worse condition : 
she adhered, therefore, to the ills she knew. 

All the afternoon the two ladies sat and sewed, 
till the eyes and fingers, and even the spirits of one 
of them were weary. The sky since dinner had 
darkened ; it had begun to rain again, to pour fast : 
secret fears began to steal on Caroline that Robert 
would be persuaded by Mr. Sykes or Mr. Yorke to 
remain at Whinbury till it cleared, and of that there 
appeared no present chance. Five o'clock struck, 
and time stole on ; still the clouds streamed : a sigh- 
ing wind whispered in the roof-trees of the cottage ; 
day seemed already closing; the parlour-fire shed on 
ihe dear hearth a glow ruddy as at twilight. 

*^It will not be fair till the moon rises," pro- 
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noxmced Mademoiselle Moore ; " consequently, I 
feel assured that my brother will not return till then : 
indeed, I should be sorry if he did* We will have 
coffee : it would be vain to wait for him." 

"I am tired — ^may I leave my work now, cousin?" 

** You may, since it grows too dark to see to do it 
weU. Fold it up; put it carefully in your bag; 
then step into the kitchen, and desire Sarah to bring 
in the gouter, or tea, as you call it." 

"But it has not yet struck six: he may still 
come." 

*^He will not, I tell you. I can calculate his 
movements. I understand my brother." 

Suspense is irksome, disappointment bitter. All 
the world has, some time or other, felt that* Caro- 
line, obedient to orders, passed into the kitchen. 
Sarah was making a dress for herself at the table. 

** You are to bring in coffee," said the young lady, 
in a spiritless tone; and then she leaned her arm 
and head against the kitchen mantelpiece, and hung 
listlessly over the fire* 

*^ How low you seem. Miss ! But it 's all because 
your cousin keeps you so close to work. It's a 
shame !" 

*^ Nothing of the kind, Sarah," was the brief 
reply. 

" Oh ! but I know it is. You 're fit to cry just 
this minute, for nothing else but because you 've sat 
stiU the whole day* It would make a kitten duU to 
be mewed up so." 

I 2 
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'^ Sarah, does your master [often come home early 
from market when it is wet ?" 

^ Ne^er, hardly ; but just to-day, for some reason, 
he has made a difference." 

** What do you mean ?" 

''He is come: I am certain I saw Murgatroyd 
lead his horse into the yard by the back-way, when 
I went to get some water at the pump five minutes 
since. He was in the counting-house with Joe 
Scott, I believe." 

'* You are mistaken." 

'^ What should I be mistaken for ? I know his 
horse, surely ?" 

But you did not see himself?" 
I heard him speak, though. He was saying 
something to Joe Scott about having settled all con- 
cerning ways and means, and that there would be a 
new set of frames in the mill before another week 
passed; and that this time he would get four soldiers 
from Stilbro' barracks to guard the waggon." 

" Sarah, are you making a gown ?" 

** Yes : is it a handsome one ?" 

^'Beautifrdl Get the coffee ready. Ill finish 
cutting out that sleeve for you; and I'll give you 
some trimming for it. I have some narrow satin 
ribbon of a colour that will just match it." 

** You 're very kind. Miss." 

'' Be quick, there 's a good girl ; but first put your 
master's shoes on the hearth : he will take his boots 
off when he comes in. I hear him — he is coming." 



fe 
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" Mies 1 you 're cuttdng the stuff wrong." 

'^ So I am ; but it is only a snip : there is no harm 
done." 

The kitchen-door opened; Mr. Moore entered^ 
very wet and cold. Caroline half turned from her 
dressmaking occupation^ but renewed it for a mo- 
ment, as if to gain a minute's time for some purpose. 
Sent over the dress^ her fiboe was hidden ; there was 
an attempt to settle her features and yeil their ex- 
pressiouy which failed: when she at last met Mr. 
Moore, her coimtenance beamed. 

" We had ceased to expect you: they asserted you 
would not come," she said. 

^^But I promised to return soon: you expected 
me, I suppose?" 

^^ No, ILobert : I dared not when it rained so &st. 
And you are wet and chilled — change everything : if 
you took cold, I should — ^we should blame ourselves 
in some measure." 

^a am not wet through : my riding-KSoat is wateiv 
proof. Dry shoes are all I require. — There . . • . 
the fire is pleasant after facing the cold wind and 
rain for a few miles." 

He stood on the kitchen-hearth; Caroline stood 
beside him. Mr. Moore, while enjoying the genial 
glow^ kept his eyes directed towards the glittering 
brasses on the shelf above. Chancing for an instant 
to look down, his glance rested on an uplifted face, 
flushed, smiling, happy, shaded with silky curls, lit 
with fine eyes. Sarah was gone into the parlour 
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with the tray : a lecture from her mistress detained 
her there. Moore placed his hand a moment on his 
young cousin's shoulder, stooped, and left a kiss on 
her forehead. 

'^ Oh !" said she, as if the action had unsealed her 
lips, ** I was miserable when I thought you would 
not come: I am ahnost too happy now. Are you 
happy, Robert ? Do you like to come home ?" 

" I think I do ; to-night, at least." 

^' Are you certain you are not fretting about your 
frames, and your business, and the war ?» 
Not just now." 

Are you positive you don't feel Hollow's cottage 
too small for you, and narrow and dismal ?" 

" At this moment, no." 

'* Can you affirm that you are not bitter at heart 
because rich and great people forget you ?" 

**No more questions. You are mistaken if you 
think I am anxious to curry favour with rich and 
great people. I only want means — a position — ^a 






career." 



'* Which your own talent and goodness shall win 
you. You were made to be great — ^you sJiall be 
great." 

*^ I wonder now, if you spoke honestly out of your 
heart, what receipt you would give me for acquiring 
this same greatness ; but I know it — ^better than you 
know it yourself. Would it be efficacious ? would it 
work? Yes — ^poverty, misery, bankruptcy. Oh! 
life is not what you think it, Lina !" 
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" But you are what I think you." 

« I am not-'' 

" You are better, then ?" 

*' Far worse." 

*^ No ; far better. I know you are good." 

" How do you know it ?" 

** You look so ; and I feel you are so." 

"Where do you feel it?" 
In my heart." 

Ah ! you Judge me with your heart, Lina ; you 
should judge me with your head." 

*' I do ; and then I am quite proud of you. Robert, 
you cannot tell all my thoughts about you." 

Mr. Moore's dark face mustered colour; his lips 
smiled, and yet were compressed ; his eyes laughed, 
and yet he resolutely knit his brow. 

*^ Think meanly of me, Lina," said he. " Men, in 
general, are a sort of scum, very different to anything 
of which you have an idea ; I make no pretension to 
be better than my fellows." 

" K you did, I should not esteem you so much; it 
is because you are modest that I have such confidence 
in your merit." 

"Are you flattering me?" he demanded, turning 
^sharply upon her, and searching her £ice with an eye 
of acute penetration. 

" No," she said, softly, laughing at his sudden 
quickness. She seemed to think it unnecessary to 
proffer any eager disavowal of the charge. 

*^ You don't care whether I think you flatter me or 
not?" 
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'' No/' 
You are so secure of your own intentions ?" ' 
I suppose so." 
What are they, Caroline ?" 
Only to ease my mind by expressiiig for once 
part of what I think ; and then to make you better 
satisfied with yourself.'' 

" By assuring me that my kinswoman is my nncere 
friend?" 

" Just so ; I am your sincere friend, Robert" 

^^ And I am — what chance and change shall make 
mie, Lina." 

" Not my enemy, however ?" 

The answer was cut short by Sarah and her 
mistress entering the kitchen together in some com- 
motion. They had been improving the time which Mr. 
Moore and Miss Helstone had spent in dialogue by 
a short dispute on the subject of ^^cafe ou lait," which 
Sarah said was the queerest mess she ever saw, and 
a waste of God's good gifts, as it was " the nature of 
coffee to be boiled in water ;" and which Mademoiselle 
affirmed to be "un breuvage royal," a thousand times 
too good for the mean person who objected to it. 

The former occupants of the kitchen now withdrew 
into the parlour. Before Hortense followed them 
thither, Caroline had only time again to question, 
"Not my enemy, Robert?" And Moore, quaker- 
Hke, had replied with another query, *^ Could I be?" 
and then, seating himself at the table, had settled 
Carc^e at his side. 
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Carolme scarcely heard Mademoiselle's explosion 
of wrath when ^he rejoined them ; the long declama- 
tion about the ^^conduite indigne de cette m^chante 
creature^" sounded in her ear as confusedly as the 
agitated rattling of the china. Kobert laughed a 
little at it^ in yeiy subdued sort^ and then^ politely 
and cahuly entreating Ms sister to be tranquil, assured 
b^ that if it would yield her any satiBfacticm^ she 
should have her choice of an attendant amongst all 
the girls in Ms mill; only he feared they would 
scarcely suit h^, as they were most of them, he was 
informed, completely ignorant of household work; 
and pert and self-billed as Sarah was, she was pep- 
liaps no worse than the majority of the women of her 



Mademoiselle admitted the truth of this conjecture : 
aooording to her, ^^ces paysannes Anglaises 6taient 
toutes insupportables." What would she not give for 
some " bonne cuisini^re Anversoise," with the Mgh 
cap, short petticoat, and decent sabots proper to her 
c^lass: sometMng better, indeed^ than an insolent 
coquette in a flounced gown, and absolutely without 
cap! (for Sarah, it appears, did not partake the 
opinion of St. Paul, that " it is a shame forr a woman 
to go with her head uncovered ; " but, holding rather 
a contrary doctrine, resolutely refused to inqorison in 
linen or muslin the plentiful tresses of her yellow 
hsar, wMch it was her wont to fasten up smartly with 
a q&bA) bdiind, and on Sundays to wear curled in 
fiunt) 
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" Shall I try and get you an Antwerp girl?" 
asked Mr. Moore, who — ^stem in public — ^was on the 
whole very kind in private. 

** Merei du cadeau !" was the answer. " An Ant- 
werp girl would not stay here ten days, sneered at 
as she would be by all the young coquines in your 
factory ;" then softening, " you are very good, dear 
brother — excuse my petulance — but truly, my 
domestic trials are severe, yet they are probably 
my destiny ; for I recollect that our revered mother 
experienced smular suflFerings, though she had the 
choice of all the best servants in Antwerp: do- 
mestics are in all countries a spoiled and unruly 
set" 

Mr. Moore had also certain reminiscences about 
the trials of his revered mother. A good mother 
she had been to him, and he honoured her memory, 
but he recollected that she kept a hot kitchen of 
it in Antwerp, just as his faithful sister did here in 
England. Thus, therefore, he let the subject drop, 
and when the coflFee-service was removed, proceeded 
to console Hortense by fetching her music-book and 
guitar; and, having arranged the ribbon of the 
instrument round her neck with a quiet fraternal 
Ubdness he knew to be all-powerftil in soothing her 
most ruffled moods, he asked her to give him some of 
their mother's favourite songs. 

Nothing refines like affection. Family jarring vul- 
garizes — ^family imion elevates. Hortense, pleased 
with her brother, and grateful to him, looked, as she 
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touched her guitar, almost graceful, almost hancU 
some; her every-day fretftd look was gone for a 
moment, and was replaced by a *^ sourire plein de 
bonte." She sang the songs he asked for, with 
feeling; they reminded her of a parent to whom 
she had been truly attached ; they reminded her of 
her young days. She observed, too, that Caroline 
listened with naive interest; this augmented her 
good-humour; and the exclamation at the close of 
the song, " I wish I could sing and play like Hor- 
tense!" achieved the business, and rendered her 
charming for the evening. 

It is true, a little lecture to Caroline followed, on. 
the vanity of wishingy and the duty of trying, *^ As 
Rome," it was suggested, " had not been built in a 
day, so neither had Mademoiselle Gerard Moore's 
education been completed in a week, or by merely 
wishing to be clever. It was effort that had accom- 
plished that great work: she was ever remarkable 
for her perseverance, for her industry: her masters 
had remarked that it was as delightful as it was un- 
common to find so much talent united with so much 
solidity, and so on. Once on the theme of her own 
merits. Mademoiselle was fluent. 

Cradled at last in blissful self-complacency, she 
took her knitting and sat down tranquil Drawn 
curtains, a clear fire, a softly shining lamp gave now 
to the little parlour its best— its evening charm. It 
is. probable that the three there present felt this 
charm : they all looked happy. 
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'^ What ahall we do now, Caroline?" asked Me. 
Moore^ retumiiig to his seat beside his oousiiL 

" Wliat shall we do, Bobert?" repeated she play- 
folly. ^ You decide." 

"Not play at chess?" 

« No." 

" Nor draughts, nor backganmron?" 

« No — ^no ; we both hate silent games that cmiy 
keep one's hands employed, don't we ?" 

^' I believe we do : then, shall we talk acao- 
dal?" 

" About whom ^ Are we sufficiently interested 
in anybody to take a pleasure in pulling their cha- 
racter to pieces ?" 

" A question that comes to the point. For my 
part — unamiable as it sounds — I must say, no." 

" And I, too. But it is strangle — ^thouf^h we want 

» 4W-fo^ 1 „o» i^, J Witt. «». 

tiition glanced at Hortense), living person among us 
— so selfish we are in our happiness — ^though we 
don't want to think of the present existing world, it 
would be pleasant to go back to the past ; to hear 
people that have slept for generations in graves that 
are perhaps no long^ graves now, but gardens and 
fields, speak to us and tell us their thoughts, and 
impart their ideas." 

" Who shall be the speaker ? What language 
shall he utter ? French ?" 

" Your French forefathers don't speak so sweetly, 
nor so solemnly, nor so impressively as your Englidbt 
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ancestors, Bobert. To-night you shell be entirely 
English : you shall read an T^ngliah book." 

'' An old English book ? " 

^^YeS) an old Engli^ book, one that you like; 
and I will choose a part of it that is toned quite in 
harmony with sonxething in you. It shaU waken 
your nature, fill your mind with music : it shall pass 
like a skilful hand over your heart, and make its 
strings sound. Your heart is a lyre, Hobert; but 
the lot of your life has not been a nainstrel to sweep 
it, and it is often silent. Let glorious WiUiam come 
near and touch it; you will see how he will 
draw the English power and melody out of its 
chords." 

" I must read Shakspeare ?" 

"You must have his spirit before you; you must 
hear his voice with your mind's ear ; you must take 
some of his soul into yours." 

" With a view to making me better ; is it to operate 
.like a sermon?" 

"It is to stir you; to give you new sensations. 
It is to make you feel your life strongly, not only 
your virtues, but your vicious, perverse points." 

"Dieu! que dit-elle?" cried Hortense, who 
hitherto had been counting stitches in her knitting, 
and had not much attended to what was said, but 
whose ear these two strong words caught with a 
tweak. 

" Never mind her, sister : let her talk ; now just 
let her say anything she pleases to-night She likes 
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to come down hard upon your brother sometimes ; it 
amuses me^ so let her alone." 

Caroline^ who, mounted on a chair, had been 
rummaging the book-case, returned with a book. 

" Here 's Shakspeare," she said, ^^ and there 's 
Coriolanus. Now, read, and discover by the feel- 
ings the reading will give you at once how low and 
how high you are." 

"Come then, sit near me, and correct when I 
mispronounce." 

"I am to be the teacher then, and you my 
pupil?" 

"Ainsi, soit-a!" 

"And Shakspeare is our science, since we are 
going to study?" 

*^ It appears so." 

"And you are not going to be French, and 
sceptical, and sneering? You are not going to think 
it a sign of wisdom to refiise to admire ?" 

" I don't know." 

" If you do, Robert, I 'U take Shakspeare away ; 
and 1 11 shrivel up within myself, and put on my 
bonnet and go home." 

" Sit down ; here I begin." 

'* One nunute, if you please, brother," interrupted 
Mademoiselle, "when the gentleman of a family 
reads, the ladies should always sew. Caroline, dear 
child, take your embroidery; you may get three 
sprigs done to-night." 

Caroline looked dismayed. " I can't see by lamp- 
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light ; my eyes are tired, and I can't do two things 
well at once. If I sew, I cannot listen ; if I listen, 
I cannot sew." 

" Fi, done! Quel enfantillage !" began Hortense. 
Mr. Moore, as usual, suavely interposed* 

" Permit her to* neglect the embroidery for this 
evening. I wish her whole attention to be fixed on 
my accent, and to ensure this, she must follow the 
reading with her eyes ; she must look at the book." 

He placed it between them, reposed his arm on 
the back of Caroline's chair, and thus began to read. 

The very first scene in " Coriolanus" came with 
smart relish to his intellectual palate, and still as 
he read he warmed. He delivered the haughty 
speech of Caius Marcius to the starving citizens 
with imction; he did not say he thought his irra- 
tional pride right, but he seemed to feel it so. 
Caroline looked up at him with a singular smile. 

" There 's a vicious point hit already," she said, 
**you sympathize with that proud patrician who 
does not sympathize with his famished fellow-men, 
and insults them ; there, go on." He proceeded. 
The warlike portions did not rouse him much; he 
said all that was out of date, or should be ; the spirit 
displayed was barbarous, yet the encounter single- 
handed between Marcius and Tullus Aufidius, he 
delighted in. As he advanced, he forgot to criti- 
cise; it was evident he appreciated the power, the 
truth of each portion; and, steppiag out of the 
narrow line of private prejudices, began to revel 
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in the large pictnre of human natmey to feel the 
reality stamped upon the characters who were epesk- 
ing from that page before him. 

He did not read the caouc scenes well, and Caro- 
line, taking the book out of his hand, read these 
parts for him. FriHn her he seemed to enjoy them, 
and indeed she gave them with a spirit no me 
could have expected of her, with a pithy expression 
with which she seemed gifited on the spot, and for 
that brief moment only. It may be remarked, in 
passing, that the general character of her conver- 
sation that evening, whether serious or sprightly, 
grave or gay, was as of something untaught, un- 
studied, intuitive, fit^; when once gone, no more 
to be reproduced as it had been, than the glandng 
ray of the meteor, than the tints of the dew-gem, 
than the colour or form of the sun-set doad, than 
the fleeting and guttering ripple varying the flow of 
a rividet. 

Coriolanus in glory ; Coriolanus in disaster ; Corio- 
lanas banished, followed like giant-shades one after 
the other. Before the vision of the banished man, 
Moore's spirit seemed to pause. He stood on the 
hearth of Aufidius's hall, facing the image of great- 
ness fallen, but greater than ever in that low estate. 
He sow ^^ the grim appearance," the dark face 
^'bearing command in it," ''the noble vessel with 
its tackle torn." With the revenge of Caius Mar- 
cius, Moore perfectly sympathized; he was not 
scandalized by it, and again Caroline whispered. 
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*' There, I see another glimpse of brotherhood in 
error." 

The march on Eome, the mother's supplication, 
the long resistance, the final yielding of bad passions 
to good, which ever must be the case in a nature 
worthy the epithet of noble, the rage of Aufidiugi 
at what he considered his ally's weakness, the death 
of Coriolanus, the final sorrow of his great enemy ; 
all scenes made of condensed truth and strength, 
came on in succession, and carried, with them in 
their deep, fast flow, the heart and mind of reader 
.and listener. 

**Now, have you felt Shakspeare?" asked Caro- 
line, some ten minutes after her cousin had closed 
the book. 

*' I think so." 

** And liave you felt anything in Coriolanus like 
you?" 

^' Perhaps I have." 

** Was he not faulty as well as great ?" 

Moore nodded. " And what was his fault ? 
What made him hated by the citizens? What 
•caused him to be banished by his coimtrymen?" 
What do you think it was ?" 
I ask again — 

* Whether was it pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ? whether defect of judgment, 
To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of ? or whether nature. 
Not to be other than one thing ; not moving 
VOL. I. K 
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From tiie casque to the caflhioB, htAmvanaatSng peace 
Even with the same austerity and garb 
As he controlled the war ? ' ** 

**WeU, answer yourself S^iyux." 

''It was a ^ice of all: and yoii Must wkc^ be 
proad to your workpeople; you xBosi mA neglect 
diaaces of soodinig tli^n, and you must Aot be 
of SD. inflexible natiope, uttering a. leqnest as 
«asterely as if it were a ccnmnaad.* 

'^ That is the moral yoa tack to iht pfaiy. Wlist 
pntB Buch notions into yoor head ? ' 

*'A wish for your good, a care for your safety, 
dear Robert, and a fear caused by aoany tibings 
which I havse heatd hutely, that you will eome to 
harm." 

Who tells you these things ?" 
I hear my nncle talk about you: lie praises 
your hard spirit, your determined cast of nrind, 
your scorn of low enemies, your resolution JDot * to 
truckle to the mob,' as he says.* 

•' And would you liave me truckle to ihem?" 

''No, not for the world: I never widi yoo. to 
lower yourself; but somehow, I cannot hdp iMok- 
ing it unjust to include all poor workii^ people 
under the general and insulting name of *11ie mob,' 
and continually to think of them and treat them 
haughtily." 

'^You are a little democrat, CaroHne: if your 
uncle knew, what would he say?" 

"I rarely talk to my unole, as you know, and 
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never about such things: he thinks eyerjihing but 
sewing and cooting above women's comprehension, 
and out of their line." 

" And do you fancy you conaprehend the subjects 
on which you advifie vm?^ 

" As far as they concern you, I comprehend them. 
I know it would be better for you to be loved by 
your workpeople than to be hated by diem, and 
I am sure that kiodnsBS is more fikdiy to win their 
regard than pride. If you were proud and cold to 
me and Hortense, should we love you? When you 
are cold to me, as youL are somelamefi^ can I i^^^iture 
to he aSSdddcm&te in return ? " 

^^ ¥ ow, Xiina^ I '^ve Jbbd wj lomssk both in las^ 
gorges aod ethics, witk ji touch cm poiitics; it is 
year turn. Horteose teUs me yo& weze much takeai 
by a little pieoe xxf po^ay you learned the other 
^5 ^ pieoe by poor Aindr6 Ch^er — ' I^a Jeome 
C^tiv^' do you rememb^ it still?" 

«Ithinksa" 

^^He^^eai itt, then. Take your lime and mind 
your accent : espemally let us hsve no English 
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Cardine, beginmng in a low^ rather tremulous 
Toiee, baat gaming courage as sh.e proceeded, repeated 
the sweet verses of Chenier:''^ the last thitee stanzas 
Bhe xdiesarsed welL 

* CaiDline had never seen MineToye!8 " Jemve Malade," otherwise 
she would have known that theie is a better poem in the French 
language than Ch^nier*s ** Captive;" a poem worthy to have been 

E 2 
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** Mon beau voyage encore est si loin de sa fin ! 
Je pars, et des ormeanx qui bordent le chemin 

J'ai pa8s6 le premiers h peine* 
An banqnet de la vie k peine commence, 
Un instant senlement mes Uyres ont press6 
La coupe en mes mains encore pleine. 

'^ Je ne suis qn'an printemps — je veux voir la moisson ; 
Et comme le soleU, de siuson en saison, 

Je yenx achever mon ann6e. 
Brillante snr ma tige, et I'honneur dn jardin 
Je n'al vn luire encore que les feux du matin, 

Je veux achever ma joum6e ! " 

Moore listened at first with his eyes cast down, 
but soon he fiirtively raised them : leaning back in 
his chair, he could watch Caroline without her per- 
ceiving where his gaze was fixed. Her cheek had a 
colour, her eyes a light, her countenance an ex- 
pression, this evening, which would have made even 
plain features striking ; but there was not the 
grievous defect of plainness to pardon in her case. 
The sunshine was not shed on rough barrenness ; it 
fell on soft bloom. Each lineament was turned with 
grace ; the whole aspect was pleasing. At the pre- 
sent moment — animated, interested, touched — she 
might be called beautifuL Such a face was calcu- 
lated to awaken not only the calm sentiment of 
esteem, the distant one of admiration; but some 
feeling more tender, genial, intimate: friendship, 

written in English, — an inartificial, genuine, impressive strain. To 
how many other samples of French verse can the same epithets be 
applied with truth ? 
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perhaps — affection^ interest. When she had finished^ 
she turned to Moore, and met his eye. 

"Is that pretty well repeated?'' she inquired, 
smiling like any happy, docile child. 
I really don't know." 
Why don't you know ? Have you not listened ? " 

**Yes — and looked. You are fond of poetry, 
Lina?" 

*' When I meet with real poetry, I cannot rest till 
I have learned it by heart, and so made it partly 
mine." 

Mr. Moore now sat silent for several minutes. It 
struck nine o'clock: Sarah entered, and said that 
Mr. Helstone's servant was come for Miss Caroline. 

**Then the evening is gone already," she ob- 
served; "and it will be long, I suppose, before I 
pass another here." 

Hortense had been for some time nodding over 
her knitting; fallen into a doze now, she made no 
response to the remark. 

**You would have no objection to come here 
oftener of an evening ?" inquired Eobert, as he took 
her folded mantle from the side-table, where it still 
lay, and carefully wrapped it round her. 

" I like to come here ; but I have no desire to be 
intrusive. I am not hinting to be asked : you must 
understand that." 

*f Oh 1 I understand thee^ child. You sometimes 
lecture me for wishing to be » rich, Lina; but if I 
were rich, you should live here always : at any rate. 
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yoa Aoald lire wkh me wherever my halHtsti<st 
might be." 

^ That would be pleasant ; and if jou were poor 
•^-eyer so poor — ^it would still be pleasairiL Cvood- 
night, Robert." 

" I promiBed to walk with yon up to* the Eectory." 

**! know jm did ; bat I thcpi^t 700 had fi)xgot- 
ten, and I hardly knew how to remind you, though X 
wished to do it But woutd you fike to ga? It Is a 
oold night; and, as 'Fsamy is com^ there ia no 
necessity — " 

^* Here is your muff— dem^t wvise Hortense — 
eome.* 

The half^EoIe to the Rectory wa? soon li a ^e r ae d. 
They parted in the garden without kiss, seaarcely 
with a pressure ctf hands; yet Robert sent his coom 
in excited and joyously troubled. He had beoi 
singularly kind to her that &y : not in phrase, eom- 
plnnent, {ffofesaion ; hot in manner, ia kol^ aad in 
soft and £riendly tones. 

For himself he eame home gnnre, almost morose. 
As he stood leaning on has own yard-gate^ mfosiE^ in 
the wateiy mooahght, aQ akne — the fanslied|y dark 
mill before him^ the haU-eDrrironed hoBow foixnd — he 
czdbimed, abmptly : — 

'^'Dus won't do! There V weakness — there's 
downright ruin in all this. Howerer,^ he added» 
dropping hi* Toice, « Ae phren^ » qiate temporary. 
I know it yefy weU : I have had it before. It wiU 
be gone to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER VL 

THE CURATES AT TEA, 

Carolote Hslstone was just ei^teea years old; 
and at eighteen the true narratiTe of life is je^ ta be 
commenGedL Befece thak tinn^ we sii Iktesding to a 
tale» a raarfFdlooB fictioii; del%htfiil scmietiiDes^ and 
fiad sometimfis; ahnaet always unieaL Befcnte tiiadk 
limfiy oar wodd is heroic; ita inhahitontft half-dmQO 
co: senoi-deiBon ; ite ecenes are dream-aoeiiefi : dadaor 
woods, and stranger hiUa; bngfatcs slde^ moredaiH 
geroiifi waters; sweeter flowers^ more teiD{)tiiig froxta; 
wider plains^ drearier deserts, amniicsr fields than are 
fouikd isi nature^' OTeispread our enehauled globes 
What a moon we gaze osv before that time ! How 
the tr^nUiBg of our hearts at her aspect beaF» wit- 
ness to its nnntterable beauty ! As to our sxm^ it m 
a burning heaven — ^the world ctf gods. 

At that time — at dighteeu^ drawing near the cone 
fines of iUusive, Toid dreams^. EIf4and lies behind us^ 
the Aores of Beality rise in front These shores are 
yet distant ; ^y look so blue> aoft> gently we kuig 
to reach theoL In sunshine we see a greenness 
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beneath the azure, as of spring meadows ; we catch 
glimpses of silver lines, and imagine the roll of living 
waters. Could we but reach this land, we think to 
hunger and thirst no more ; whereas many a wilder- 
ness, and often the flood of Death, or some stream of 
sorrow as cold and almost as black as Death, is to be 
crossed ere true bliss can be tasted. Every joy that 
life gives must be earned ere it is secured ; and how 
hardly earned, those only know who have wrestled 
for great prizes. The heart's blood must gem with 
ted beads the brow of the combatant, before the 
wreath of victory rustles over it- 

At eighteen, we are not aware of this. Hope, 
when she smiles on us, and promises happiness to- 
morrow, is implicitly believed; — Love, when he 
comes wandering like a lost angel to our door, is at 
Once admitted, welcomed, embraced: his quiver is 
not seen ; if his arrows penetrate, their wound is like 
a thrUl of new life : there are no fears of poison, 
none of the barb which no leech's hand can extract : 
that perilous passion — an agony ever in some of its 
phases ; with many, an agony throughout — ^is believed 
to be an unqualified good : in short, at eighteen, the 
fichool of Experience Is to be entered, and her hum- 
bling, crushing^ grinding, but yet purifying and in- 
vigorating lessons are yet to be learnt* 
, Alas, Experience I No other mentor has so wasted 
and frozen a face as yours: none wears a robe so 
black, none bears a rod so heavy, none with baud 
80 inexorable draws the novice so sternly to his task. 
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and forces him with authority so resistless to its 
acquirement. It is by your instructions alone that 
inan or woman can ever find a safe track through 
life's wilds : without it, how they stumble, how they 
stray ! On what forbidden grounds do they intrude,, 
down what dread declivities are they hurled ! 

Caroline, having been convoyed home by Robert, 
had no wish to pass what remained of the evening 
with her uncle : the room in which he sat was very 
sacred ground to her ; she seldom intruded on it, and 
to-night she kept aloof tiU the bell rung for prayers- 
Part of the evening church service was the form of 
worship observed in Mr. Helstone's household: he 
read it in his usual nasal voice, clear, loud, and 
monotonous. The rite over, his niece, according to 
her wont, stepped up to him. 

" Good-night, uncle." 

" Hey I You 've been gadding abroad all day — 
visiting, dining out, and what not !" 

" Only at the cottage.'* 

" And have you learnt your lessons?" 

" Yes." 

*' And made a shirt ?" 

" Only part of one." 

" Well, that will do : stick to the needle^ — ^leam 
shirt-making and gownr-making, and pie-crustr 
making, and you'll be a clever woman some day. 
'Go to bed now : I 'm busy with a pamphlet here." 

Presently the niece was enclosed in her small bed^- 
room; the door bolted, her white dressing-gown 
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afiflunied, iier long hnr looeened and faJling thidci 
soft, aadwany to hear waisi; and, as^iestiiig fiKKathfi 
tafik of comtniig it ovt^ she leaaoed her dbeek on hear 
faand and fixed her eye& qdl tiie carpet, befi)re her 
X06^ and dose araand her dsem, the touhis we see 
ateighte«»ye«a. 

Hjex thaughtft w€fe ep&lsmg wx& her: speaking 
{Aeoaasttl j5 as it fieeme^ far die smled aa she 
fistatiel SktQ looiksd prettj, meditatrng tbii&i but a 
brighter thing than she vaa in that apartrnfat — the 
flfiirit of youtbfiil hope Aecovdii;^ ta this flatterii^ 
'ptaj^iet, tshe wae to haem ^sappoantmeat, to feel 
chill no mere: she had entered on the dawn of a 
■"■"Tnffr ^j — SD £dae davn» biit the true spdng of 
BK,nm,g-«id her mn woxM qdckly »«. Lb. 
possible for her now ta soapeet that Aa waa the 
sport of delusion: her expectatioiia aeaned war- 
ranted, the fimmdatiflft oa wfaidi ths^ rested ap- 

" When people love, the next sfeqi k they many," 
was her argODDusiL ^ Now» I lo¥e Bobert^ and I 
feel sure that Bobert loves me : I have thought so 
many a time before; to-day I fdt iL When I 
looked up at him after repeating Cheer's poem, his 
eves (whal handsome eyes he has !) sent the truth 

to him^ lest I should be too frank^ lest. I should sei^ 
forward: Sx I have more than once r^retted bifr 
terly^ overflowings axiperflnoiis wc»rdB» and feared I 
had said more than he e3q>ected me to say» and that 
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fie would ^as^prcwe wlwt he angfai deem mjr indis- 
oetion ; nam, to-in^t» I conld lis¥e ventured to 
ex|Mrefl» any Aougiity. lie was so indo^enL How 
kmd lie was^ a» we wnliked ixp the kne! He does 
ii0t flatter et svf fsefish thii^; Us lofermakiiig 
(fiienddbip, I mean r of coxnse I doa^. yet aoeoiiiiEt 
Idiii mj lerer, btit I hope he wifk be^ao fiome day) ia 
Bot like what we lead of in hooia — it ia fiur better — 
mpaBi^ qiikty manky, ffinoon^ I da like him: I 
would be an exceQent wife to iSm if he £d marry 
me: 1 T^oold tel^ him of faia &alts (for he has & &w 
finillff), bat I woald sliidy }m, oomfoart> and ciiezidi 
Mm, and & my best ta make him happy. Now^ I 
am siore he will not be cold to-morrow : I feel afano^ 
certmn timt to-morrow eveung he will either come 
here, or adc me to go therew'* 

She reGommaoced combing h^ hair, laag aa a 
mermaid's ; tumii^ her head, as dbe airai^ed it, s^ 
WW her own face and form in the gbs& Such 
icAectiotis are sobeiizii^ to pUb pec^le: their own 
eyes are not enehanted with the imaige; they are 
eonfid^rt then that the eyes of otiiers can sea in it 
BO fiuciitation; but the fair mn^ natoraBy draw 
other eondnaions : die picture is charming^ and mm^ 
charm. Caroliae saw a shape, a head, that, dagnerre^ 
o^^d in that attitude and with that eaqpression, 
would hare been loasrdty: Ae (souU not choose but 
derive from the spectacle confirmation to her hopes: 
it was then in ixndiniinished gladneea dbe sought her 
couch. 
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And in nndiminished gladness she rose the next 
day : as she entered her nnde^s breakfast-room^ and 
with soft cheerfidness wished him good-morning, 
even that little man of bronze himself thought, for 
an instant, his niece was growmg "a fine girL" 
Generally she was quiet and tinid with him: very 
docile, but not communicative; this morning, how- 
ever, she. found many things to say. Slight topics 
alone might be discussed between them ; for with a 
woman — ^a girl — Mr. Helstone would touch on no 
other. She had taken an early walk in the garden, 
and she told him what flowers were beginning to 
spring there ; she inquired when the gardener was to 
come and trim the borders ; she informed him that 
certain starlings were beginning to build their nests 
in the church-tower (Briiarfield church was dose to 
Briarfield rectory) ; she wonderied the tolling of the 
bells in the belfiy did not scare them. 

Mr. Helstone opined that " they were like other 
fools who had just paired ; insensible to inconvenience 
just for the moment." Caroline, made perhaps a little 
too courageous by her temporary good spirits, here 
hazarded a remark of a kind she had never before 
ventured to make on observations dropped by her 
revered relative. 

*^ Uncle," said she, *^ whenever you speak of mar- 
J^sge, you speak of it scornfully : do you think people 
shouldn't many ?" 

** It is decidedly the wisest plan to remain single, 
especially for women." 



THE CUBATES AT TEA. 141 

" Are all marriages unhappy ?" 

« MmioBs of marriages are unhappy : if everybody 
confessed the truths perhaps all are more or less so." 

•*You are always vexed when you are asked to 
come and marry a couple— why ?" 

"Because one does not like to act as accessory to 
ihe commission of a piece of pure folly," 

Mr, Helstone spoke so readily, he seemed rather 
glad of the opportunity to give his niece a piece of 
his mind on this point. Emboldened by the impunity 
^hich had hitherto attended her questions, she went 
a little fiirther : — 

"But why," said she, "should it be pure folly? 
If two people like each other, why shouldn't they 
consent to live together?" 

" They tire of each other — they tire of each other 
in a month. A yokefellow is not a companion ; he 
or she is a feUow-sufferer." 

It was by no means naive simplicity which inspired 
Caroline's next remark : it was a sense of antipathy 
to such opinions, and of displeasure at him who held 
them. 

" One would think you had never been married, 
uncle : one woidd think you were an old bachelor." 

'* Practically, I am so." 

** But you have been married. Why were you so 
inconsistent as to marry ?" 

" Every man is mad once or twice in his life." 

" So you tired of my aunt, and my aunt of you, 
and you were miserable together?" 
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Mr. Helstone puslied out Ub eyiueal lip^ wfinMed 
bis fan>ini foidieady And ^t« asi inaiticiilftte 
grunt. 

^^Did EJie not snk you? Was jihe noi; good- 
tempered? Did yoa not get oaed to lier? Wcee 
you not ecnry ^dnen she died?" 

"CaxoUner said Mr. Hektone, bringing Us kunl 
slowly down to withm aa inch or two is£ &e table, 
and then faiiiting It eaddenly on the inahngaMj^ 
^understand Ihis: it is vdigar and puerile to con- 
found generals with parlioiiiaarB: in eFioy case, Iheie 
is the rule, and there are the eaiceptionB. Yomr 
questions fire stupid aad babyrafa. £ing ihe bell, if 
you have done breakfast." 

The breakfast was taken awsy, and tkai; nealoi^er^ 
it was the g&isrsi tmekom of wasieaad nieoe to B&pa!- 
rate, and not to meet again iaH dinner; but to-day 
the niece, instead of quitting the togbm, went to th# 
window-seat, and sat down there. Mr. Helstone 
looked round uneasily <Hioe or twioe, as if he wkdied 
her away, but she was gadng from the window^ and 
did not seem to mind him ; so he continued the perusal 
of his morning pt^p^ — a particular]^ int^estii^ «ne 
it chanced to be, as new moTi^nents had just taken 
place in the Peninsula, and certain OGlmrais %£ the 
journal were rich in long deq)atches fpom Oeoeral 
Lord Wellington. He little knew, naeantwne, what 
thoughts were busy in his niece's mind — thoughts the 
conversation of the past half-hoar had reTived, but 
not generated: tumultuouswere they now^as disturbed 
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bees in a Mire, hat it ^vnB jvsax .since Abj itad first 
made iheir odk in her hahh. 

She was reyiewing his cha,ineter. Us dk^sitkaai, 
r^^EfciDg Ms 6QDiii]ii@ats tm mami^e. Mssay « iime 
hid she re^w^ liiem befero, aod SDnnded die gnlf 
foetweea her own loi&i. and his; and i&en, <m the 
other Bide ^ Ab wide and de^ dxaism, she had seen, 
and she now saw, anoliter &:cire stanfi^ l)eside l^r 
u«bW «(.a,^ d«peTl^ «Sr, scarcely 
eartidj: the haif-iieaieiiiherBd iDage isi her own 
&tiber^ Jffmes Hdbtone, MaMiewnm Sielstone's 
brotitei; 

Smnaaro had readied her eardF what that father's 
ehaxacter was ; old servsnts had dropfped Uiits : i^ 
kneW; too^ that he was not a good tuhzi, and Ihat he 
was never InikA to hesc ;£3» Teecfllected — ^a dark 
reooUeotion it was — Bome w^elra that she had spent 
with him in ^a great town soraewheEce, when die had 
had no maid to dress her or take cue of her ; wl^iii 
she had been flhnt i^,day aaid v%bt, inm IS^ garret- 
imm, withDot a carpet, wi& B bare imc^^ 
md seascelj aiiy otiier finmtnre; whimhe went out 
eaify 'B¥ery monnng, and often Usa^t to return and 
giv« her her 'cbiner dazing £be day, 'and at night,' 
when lie came back, was £ke b madman^ furious, 
terrible ; or — still more painftd — ^like an idiot, imbe- 
tfle, senseless. She knew she had Mim. ill in this 
place, and that one night when die was Trery sick^ 
he had come la^raig into the room, and said he would 
kill her, for she was a burden to him ; her screams 
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had brought aid^ and from the moment she was then 
rescued from him she had never seen him, except as a 
dead man in his coffin. 

That was her father : also she had a mother ; though 
Mr. Helstone never spoke to her of that mother; 
though she could not remember having seen her : but 
that she was alive she knew. This mother was 
then the drunkard's wife: what had their marriage 
been? Caroline, turning from the lattice whence 
she had been watching the starlings (though with- 
out seeing them), in a low voice, and with a sad 
bitter tone, thus broke the silence of the room : — 

"You term marriage, miserable, I suppose, from 
what you saw of my father's and mother's. If my 
mother suffered what I suffered when I was with 
papa, she must have had a dreadful life.^ 

Mr. Helstone, thus addressed, wheeled about in 
liis chair, land looked over his spectacles at his niece : 
lie was taken aback. 

Her father and mother! What had put it into 
her head to mention her father and mother, of whom 
he had never, during the twelve years she had 
lived with him, spoken to her? That the thoughts 
were self-matured; that she had any recollections 
or speculations about her parents, he could not 
fancy. 

" Your father and mother ? Who has been talk- 
ing to you about them?" 

" Nobody ; but I remember something of what 
papa was, and I pity mama. Where is she ?" 



*"l^ 
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This "Where m she?" had been on Caroline's 
fips hundreds of times before ; bnt till now she had 
never nttered it* 

^ I hardly know/ returned Mr. Helstone ; ^^ I 
was little acquainted with her. I have not heard 
from her for years : bat whereyer she is, she thinks 
nodang of jou ; she never inqnires about you ; I 
have reason to believe she does not wish to see yon. 
Come^ it is schoot-time : you go to your cousin at 
ten, doa't you? The dock has strudL'' 

PeiJiapB Caroline would have said more; bnt 
Famiy canm^ in, informed her master that the 
dinrchwardens wanted to speak to him in the vestry. 
He hastened to join th^os, and his niece presently 
set out for the cottage. 

The road from the Bectory to Hollow's mill in~ 
cHned downwards^ she ran, therefore, ahnost all the 
way. Exercise, the fresh air, the thought of seeing 
Soberty at least of being on his premises, in his 
vicinage, revised her somewhat depressed spirits 
quickly. Arriving in sight of the white house, and 
witbin hearix^ of the thundering mill and its rush- 
ing watercourse, the first thing she saw was Moore 
at his garden-gate. There he stood ; in his belted 
HoDand blouse, a light cap cov ering his head, which 
undress costume suited him: he was looking down 
the lane, not in the direction of his cousin's ap- 
proach. She stopped, withdrawiog a little behind a 
willow, and studied his appearance. 

^ He has not his peer," she thought ; " he is as 

VOL. !• L 
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handsome as he is mtelligent. What a keen eye he 
has I What clearly cut, spirited features — ^thin and 
serious, but gracefiil I I do like his face — I do like 
his aspect — ^I do like him so mucht Better than 
any of those shuffling curates, for instance, — better 
than anybody : bonnie Robert I " 

She sought "bonnie Robert's" presence speedily* 
For his part, when she challenged his sight, I be- 
lieve he would have passed from before her eyes like 
a phantom, if he could ; but being a tall fact, and no 
fiction, he was obliged to stand the greeting. He 
made it brief: it was cousin-like, brother-like, friend- 
like, anything but lover-Uke. The nameless charm 
of last night had lefb his manner : he was no longer 
the same man ; or, at any rate, the same heart did 
not beat in his breast. Rude disappointment ! sharp 
cross ! At first the eager girl would not believe in 
the change, though she saw and felt it. It was dif- 
ficult to withdraw her hand from his, tiU he had 
bestowed at least something like a kind pressure; it 
was difficult to turn her eyes from his eyes, . till his 
looks had expressed something more and fonder than 
that cool welcome. 

A lover masculine so disappointed can speak and 
urge explanation, a lover feminine can say nothing; 
if she did the result would be shame and anguish, 
inward remorse for self-treachery, . Nature would 
brand such demonstration as a rebellion against her 
instincts, and would vindictively repay it afterwards 
by the thunderbolt of self-contempt smiting sud- 
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denly in secret. Take the matter as you find it : 
ask no questions ; utter no remonstrances : it is your 
best wisdom. You expected bread, and you have 
got a stone ; - break your teeth on it, and don't 
shriek because the nerves are martyrized f do not 
doubt that your] mental stomach — ^if you have such 
a thing — ^Is strong as an ostrich's — ^the stone will 
digest. You held out your hand for an egg, and 
fate put into it a scorpion. Show no consternation : 
close your fingers firmly upon the gift ; let it sting 
through your pahu. Never mind: in time, after 
your hand and arm have swelled and quivered long 
with torture, the squeezed scorpion will die, and 
you win have learned the great lesson how to endure 
without a sob. For the whole remnant of your 
life, if you survive the test — some, it is said, die 
under it — ^you will be stronger, wiser, less sensitive. 
This you axe not aware of, perhaps, at the time, 
and so cannot borrow courage of that hope. Nature, 
however, as has been intimated, is an excellent fnend 
in such cases ; sealing the lips, interdicting utterance, 
commanding a placid dissimulation: a dissimulation 
often wearing an ea^y and gay mien at first, settling 
down to sorrow and paleness in time, then passing 
away and leaving a convenient stoicism, not the less 
fortifyiDg because it is half-bitter. 

Half-bitter! Is that wrong? No — it should be 
bitter : bitterness is strength — it is a tonic. Sweet 
mild force following acute suffering, you find no- 
where: to talk of it is delusion. There may be 

L 2 
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^Millietic esdiAiistioii after the rack; if energy re- 
mains, it will be rather a dangeroaa energy — deadly 
when confronted with injnfflioe. 

Who has read the ballad oP ^Ywr Maryliee?'' 
— that old Scoteh ballad, written I Imownotin what 
generation nor hj what hand. Mary had been ill- 
Qsed — ^probably in being made to befieve that trath 
winch was &lscIiood: she ia not complaining, bat she 
is sitting alone in the snowHStonn, and yon hear her 
thoughts. They are not the ihoiights of a model- 
hennne nnder her circumstances^ but they are those 
of a deeply-feetmg, strmgiy-reaentM peasant-girL 
Ai^uiah has driven her firom the ingle-nook of hcsn^ 
to the whiteHshrDoded and icy Mils: crouched under 
the " cauld drift," die recalls every image of honor, 
-— ^^ the yellow-wymed ask," ^^ the hairy adder, 
'' the anld moon-bowing tyke," ** the ghwst at e' en,' 
'^ the sour bnlHster," '^ the milk on the taed's 
back:" she hates these, but ^waur die hates 
Bobin-a-Bee!" 

*' Oh ! Slice I Mred happily by jon bonny bum — 

The warld was in love wi' me ; 
But now I maun sit 'neath the cauld drift and mourn, 
And curse black Robin-a-Ree ! 

** Then whudder awa' thou bitter biting blast/' 

(Reader, do you hear the wild sound of this line, 
sweeping over the waste, piercing the winter- 
tempest ?) 

" And sough through the scrunty tree, 
And smoor me up in the snaw fu' fast. 
And ne'er let the sun me see ! 
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** Oh, never melt wm, thou wieatik o' bomw. 
That's sae kind in graving me ; 
But hide me frae the soom and guffaw 
O' Tillains like Robin-a-Ree ! " 

. But what has been said in the last page or two' is 
not germane to Cardine Hdbtone's feelings, or to 
the state <^ tUao^ between her and Bobert Moove. 
Bobert had done her no wrcmg: he hadtoM her no 
lie; it was she that was to blame^ if any one was: 
what bitterness her mind distilled should and would 
he poured on her own head. She had loved without 
bein^ asked to love^ — a natunil5 sometimes an in- 
OTitable ehanoe, but big with misery. 

Bobert, indeed, had sometimes seeaned to be fond 
of her — ^bat why ? Because Ae bad made herself so 
{deasiiig to him, he oould not, in spite of all hia 
efforts, help testifying a state of feeling his jndg- 
noent did not af^rove, nor his will sanction. He 
was about to withdraw decidedlj fi\»n intimate codh 
municaliim with ber, because he did not choose to 
have his affections inextricably entangled, nor to be 
drawn, des^e his reascMi, into a marriage he be* 
lieved imprudent. ISow, what was she to do ?— • 
to give way to her feelings, or to vanquish them? 
To poTBue him, or to turn upon herself? 1£ she is 
weak, she will try die last expedient, — will lose his 
esteem and win his jcversion; if she has sense;, she 
will be her own goveraor, and resolve to subdue and 
bring under guidaoce idie disturbed realm of her 
aDootuHiB. S^ w31 determine to look on life 
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steadily^ as it is ; to begin to learn its severe truths 
seriously, and to study its knotty problems closely, 
conscientiously. 

It appeared she had a little sense, for she quitted 
Robert quietly, without complaint or question — 
without the alteration of a muscle or the shedding 
of a tear, — ^betook herself to her studies imder Hor- 
tense as usual, and at dinner-time went home with-r 
out lingering. 

When she had dined, and found herself in the 
Rectory drawing-room alone, having left her uncle 
over his temperate glass of port wine, the diflGiculty 
that occurred to, and embarrassed her, was — ^^ How 
am I to get through this day ?" 

Last night she had hoped it would be spent as 
yesterday was, — that the evening would be agaiu 
passed with Happiness and Robert : she had learned 
her mistake this morning, and yet she could not 
settle down, convinced that no chance would occur 
to recall her to Hollow's cottage, or to bring Moore 
again into her society. 

* He had walked up after tea, more than once, to 
pass an hour with her uncle : the door-bell had rung, 
his voice had been heard in the passage just at 
twilight, when she little expected such a pleasure ; 
'and this had happened twice after he had treated her 
with peculiar reserve ; and, though he rarely talked 
to her in her uncle's presence, he had looked at her 
J*elentingly, as he sat opposite her work-table during 
ins stay : the few words he had spoken to her were 
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comforting ; his manner on bidding her good-night 
was geniaL Now^ he might come this evenings said 
False Hope: she ahnost knew it was False Hope 
which breathed the whisper, and yet she listened. 

She tried to read — ^her thoughts wandered; she 
tried to sew — every stitch she put in was an ennui, 
the occupation was insufferably tedious ; she opened 
her desk, and attempted to write a French composi- 
tion — she wrote nothing but mistakes. 

Suddenly the door-beU sharply rang — her heart 
leaped — she sprang to the drawing-room door^ 
opened it softly, peeped through the aperture: 
Fanny was admitting a visitor — a gentleman — ^ 
taU man — just the height of Robert. For one second 
she thought it was Robert — for one second she 
exulted; but the voice asking for Mr. Helstone 
imdeceived her ; that voice was an Irish voice, con- 
sequently not Moore's but: the curate's — Malone's. 
He was ushered into the dining-room, where, doubt- 
less, he speedily helped his Rector to empty the 
decanters. - 

It was a fact to be noted, that at whatever house 
in Briarfield, Whinbury, or Nunnely, one curate 
dropped in to a meal — dinner or tea, as the case 
might be — another presently followed ; often two 
more. Not that they gave each other the rendezvous, 
but they were usually all . on the run at the same 
time ; and when Donne, for instance, sought Malone 
at his lodgings and found him not, he inquired 
whither he had posted, and having learned of the 
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laiidlady his destination^ hastoied witli all i^eed after 
him: tlie same oauaes operated in die same way iridi 
Sweeting* Thus it chanced an that aflmiDon that 
Caroline's ears were three limes toitnred with die 
Tinging of the bell, and die adyent of undeaired guests: 
for Donne followed Malone, and Sweeting fidlowed 
Donne; and mcHre wine was oidered up firam the 
cellar into the dining-room (&r dboi^h oid Hdetone 
chid the inferior priesdiood when he found diem 
*' caroosing," as he called it, in their own tents, yet 
at his hierarchical table he erer liked to treat them 
to a ^aes of his best), and thxongh il» cloeed dooss 
Caroline heard their boyish laughter, and the Tacaixt 
cackle of tb^ y<Hoes. Her foar was lest thej fihoold 
stay to tea; for she had no pleasune inmakingteafor 
that partieular trio. Wbat distinctions people draw! 
These diree were men-young men-educated men 
like Moore: yet, for her, how great die diffoenoe I 
Their society was a bore — his a ddfig^ 

!Nct only was she destined to be fimwred widi 
their clerical company, but Fortune was at this 
moment bringing her four other guests— lady-guests, 
all packed in a pony-phaeton now rolling somewhat 
heavily along the road fiom Whinbury: an dderfy 
lady, and three of her buxom dao^iteKs, were comr- 
ing to see her ** in a friendly way," as the custom of 
that neighbourhood was. Yes, a fourth time die 
bell clanged: Fanny brought the present announce- 
ment to the drawing-room — 

'^ Mrs. Sykes and the three Misses Syk^.^ 
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When Cazoline was going to reoeive company, her 
was to Tmng lier faands ^ery njervonslj, to 
fliiflh*^a little, and oome forwaid Immedly jet heA- 
talingly, wiBhing herself meantime at Jericho, ^le 
was, at sodi crises, sadlj deficient in finished man- 
ner, thongh she had onoe been at sdiool a year. 
Aixxirdin^b^9 on tfaia oocasion, her emafl. white hands 
sadty maltreated eacii other, while she stood up, 
waitigg the entsianoe of Mi& Sykes. 

In stalked that lady, a tall Ulioas gentlewoman, 
who made an ample and not altogetiher inrancere pro- 
fession of piety, and was grealiy given to ho^itaUty 
towards ffae detgy ; in sailed her three daughters, 
a ehowy trio^ being all three well grown, and moiie or 
less handscMne. 

In Englifib ooantiry UGes there is this pcnnt to be 
reanarked. IVIiether young or old, pretty or plain, 
dull or sprightiy, th^ all (<^ almost all) have a cer- 
tain expreseoon stamped on thdr features, whrch 
seems to say, ^ I know — I do not boast of it — but I 
kmow that I am the standard of what is proper; let 
e^ery one thereibie whom I approach, or who 
tq^oadieB me, keep a diaip look-oot, for wherein 
liiey aSkst from me — be the same in dress, manner, 
opmion, principle, or ^aetioe — thCTein ihey are 
wrong.'* 

Mrs. and Misses Sykes, far from being exeeptions 
to thk di)S@rva;tion, were pointed ittn^xationa of its 
truth. IMSss Mary — a well-looked, weflrmeant, and 
on the whole, wdl-disposhioned gnd • wMe her com- 
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placency with some state^ though without harshness ; 
Miss Harriet — a beauty — carried it more overbear- 
ingly: she looked high and cold; Miss Hannah^ 
who was conceited^ dashing, pushing, flourished hers 
consdously and openly ; the mother evinced it with 
the gravity proper to her age and religious fame. 

The reception was got through somehow. Caro- 
Jine "was glad to see them" (an unmitigated fib), 
hoped they were well, hoped Mrs. Sykes's cough was 
better (Mrs. Sykes had had a cough for the last 
twenty years), hoped the Misses Sykes had left 
their sisters at home well; to wluch inquiry, the 
Misses Sykes, ^tting on three chairs opposite the 
music-stool, whereon Caroline had undesignedly 
come to anchor, after wavering for some seconds 
between it and a large arm-chair, into which she 
at length recollected she ought to induct Mrs. 
Sykes ; ^nd indeed that lady saved her the trouble 
by depositing herself therein; the Misses Sykes 
replied to Caroline by one simultaneous bow, very 
majestic and mighty awftd. A pause followed : this 
bow was of a character to ensure silence for the 
next five minutes, and it did. Mrs. Sykes then 
inquired after Mr. Helstone, and whether he had 
had any return of rheumatism, and whether preachi- 
ing twice on a Sunday fatigued him, and if he was 
capable of taking a full service now ; and on being 
assured he was, she and all her daughters, com- 
bining in chorus, expressed their opinion that he 
was " a wonderful man of his years." 
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Pause second. 

Miss Mary, getting up the steam in her turn, 
asked whether Caroline had attended the Bible 
3ociety Meeting which had been held at Nunnely 
last Thursday night: the negative answer which 
truth compelled Caroline to utter — ^for last Thursday 
evening she had been sitting at home^ reading a 
novel which Robert had lent her — elicited a simid- 
taneous expression of surprise from the lips of the 
four ladies. 

^^ We were all there," said Miss Mary ; " mama 
and all of us; we eyen persuaded papa to go: 
Hannah would insist upon it; but he fell asleep 
while Mr. Langweilig, the German Moravian 
minister, was speaking: I felt quite ashamed, he 
nodded so," 

** And there was Dr. Broadbent," cried Hannah, 
"such a beautiful speaker! You couldn't expect 
it of him, for he is ahnost a vulgar looking man." 

'^ But such a dear man," interrupted Mary. 

*^ And such a good man, such a useful man," added 
her mother. 

** Only like a butcher in appearance," interposed 
the fair, proud Harriet "I couldn't bear to look 
at him : I listened with my eyes shut," 

Miss Helstone felt her ignorance and incom- 
petency ; not having seen Dr. Broadbent, she could 
not give her opinion. Pause third came on. During 
its continuance, Caroline was feeling at her heart's 
core what a dreaming fool she wasj what an un- 
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practical life she led; how little fitness there was 
in her for oidinarj inteioouiBe with the or£nary 
world. She was feeling how exdiusvelj she had 
attadied heirsdf to the white cottage in the HoUow; 
how in the existence of one inmate of that cottage 
fhe had pent all her miiverse : Ae was sensible that 
this would not do, and that some day she woold be 
Ibroed to make an alteration: it eonld not be said 
that she exactly wished to resemble the ladies beibce 
her^ but she wished to become superior to her pre* 
«ent self, so as to feel less scared by their dignity. 

The B(de means she found of reviving Ihe flagging 
disooiirse, was by asking tiiem if they woold all stay 
to tea; and a cruel struggle it cost her to perfimn 
this pieee of civility. Mis. Sykes had begun — ^ We 

are much obliged to you, but " when in came 

Panny once moie. 

''The gentlemen will stay the evening, ma'am,' 
was the message she brought finom ^Ir. Helstcme. 

'^What gentlemen have yon?^ now inqinred 
Mrs* Sykes. Their names were s^pecified ; she and 
her daughters interchanged glances : the curates 
were not to Ihem what they w&e to Caroline. Mr. 
Sweeting was quite a favomite with them; even 
Mr. Malone rather so, because he was a deigyman. 
^ Really, mnoe yoa l^ve company aheady, I think 
we will stay,^ remarked Mrs. SykesL *' We shall be 
quite a pleasant Uttle party: I always like to meet 
the clergy." 

And now Caroline had to ueiier them np-stairs. 
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to Kelp tlican to nsdtawl^ emooth their hair and make 
themsetTes smart; torecoadactthem tothedrawmg<4 
«)«n, to distnlmte amangst them boaks of engrav- 
ings;, or odd thingB purchased from the Jew-basket : 
she was obliged to be a pnrehaser, though die was bat 
a Bbck contn^ator, «d if she had possessed plenty «f 
money, die would rather, wheo it was brought to 
the Sectory — an awfiil incabosl — haTO pnrdbased 
the whole stock, than contributed a single pin* 
codnoii* 

It ought perhaps to be explained in passing, for 
the benefit of those who are not ''an fait" to the 
mysteries of the ^^ Jew-basket " and ** Missionary- 
baskety" that these ^ menbles " are wiUow-repositories, 
of ^e capacity of a goodnaized fionily clothes-basket^ 
dedicated to the purpose of conveying &om house to 
house a monster collection of psncoshions, needle^ 
books, card-racks, woric-bags, artictes of infant-we^r, 
&C. &c. &C., made by the willing or reluctant hands 
of the Christian ladies of a parish, and sold per fot'ce 
to the heathenidi gentlemen thereof, at prices nn- 
blushtngly exorbitant. The proceeds of such con^ 
pnlsory sale are applied to the conversion of the 
Jews, the seeking up of the ten missing tribes, or 
to the r^eaeration of ihe interesting coloured popu- 
lation of the globe. Each lady-ccmtributor takes it 
in her turn to keep die basket a month, to sew for 
it, and to foist off its contents on a dirinking male 
public. An exciting time it is when that turn comes 
round ; some active -minded women, with a good 
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trading spirit, like it, and enjoy exc5eedingly the fun 
of making hard-handed worsted-spinners cash up, to 
the tune of four or five hundred per cent, above cost 
price, for articles quite useless to them; other — 
feebler souls object to it, and would rather see the 
prince of darkness himself at their door any morn- 
ing, than that phantom-basket, brought with " Mrs. 
Biouse's compliments, and please ma'am she says it's 
your turn now.'' 

Miss Helstone's duties of hostess performed, more 
anxiously than cheerily, she betook herself to the 
kitchen, to hold a brief privy council with Fanny 
and Eliza about the tea. 

** What a lot on 'em !" cried Eliza, who was cook. 
" And I put off the baking to-day because I thought 
there would be bread plenty to fit while morning: 
we shall never have enow." 

** Are there any tea-cakes ?" asked the young 
mistress. 

** Only three and a loaf. I wish these fine folk 
would stay at home till they're asked: and I want 
to finish trimming my hat " (bonnet she meant). 
. ^^Then," suggested Caroline, to whom the im- 
portance of the emergency gave a certain energy, 
" Fanny must run down to Briarfield and buy some 
mufi^s and crumpets, and some biscuits : and don't 
be cross, Eliza, we can't help it now." 

** And which tea-things are we to have ?" 

*^ Oh, the best, I suppose : I '11 get out the silver 
service^" and she ran up-stairs to the plate-cloaet. 
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and presently brought down tea-pot, cream-ewery 
and sugar-basin^ 

. " And mun we have th' urn ?" 

*^Ye8; and now get it ready as quickly as you 
can, for the sooner we have tea over, the sooner 
they will go — ^at least, I hope so* Heigho ! I wish 
they were gone," she sighed as she returned to the 
drawing-room. " Still," she thought, as she paused 
at the door ere opening it, "if Robert would but 
come even now how bright all would be ! How 
comparatively easy the task of amusing these people, 
if he were present ! There would be an interest in 
hearing him talk (though he never says much in 
company) and in talking in his presence : there can 
be no interest in hearing any of them, or in speaking 
to. them* How they will gabble when the curates- 
come in, and how weary I shall grow with listening 
to them ! But I suppose I am a selfish fool : these 
are very respectable gentlefolks ; I ought no doubt 
to »' be proud of their countenance : I don't say they 
are not as good as I am — ^far from it — ^but they 
are different from me." 
She went in* 

• Yorkshire people, in those days, took their tea 
round the table ; sitting well into it, with their knees 
duly introduced . under the mahogany. It was 
essential to have b multitude of plates of bread and 
butter, varied in sorts and plentiful in quantity : it 
was thought proper, too, that on the centre-plate 
should stand a glass dish of marmalade ; among the 



YkndB w^re expected to be feixnd & small aaaoitmeiit 
of cheesecakes and tarts ; if there was ako a plate of 
thin slices of pink ham gunndatA irilk green poi&ley, 
ao mudi the better* 

Eliza^ the Bectoi's oook, fortunately knew her 
business as provider : she had be^i put out of 
humour a little at &rekf when the inraders came so 
unexpectedly in such strex^h; but it appeared that 
she regained her ciheerfiilness with action, for in 
due time the tea was qpread forth in handfiome 
style; and neither ham» tarts, nor marmalade were 
wanting among its aeoompaniments. 

The coratesy summoned to this boonteoos r^Htst^ 
entered joyous; but at once, on seeing the Iadie% of 
whose presence they had not been fcsewamed, they 
came to a stand in the dooir-way. Malone headed 
the party ; he stopped diort and fell back, almost 
capsizing Donn^ who was behind him. Donne» 
staggering three paces in retreat^ sent little Sweet* 
ing into the arms of old Helston^ who broi^ht up 
the rear. There was scmie expostulation^ some 
tittering : Malone was desired to nund what he was 
about, and urged to push forward; whodi at last he 
did, though colourii^ to the tc^ of his peaked fore- 
head a bluish purple. Helstone^ advancing, set the 
shy curates aside^ welcomed all his fair guests^ sho(A: 
hands and passed a jest with each, and seated him- 
self snugly between the lovely Harriet ^aod the 
dashing Hannah ; Mi^ Mary^he requested to move 
to the seat opposite to him, that he might see her 
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If he couldn't be near her. Perfectly easy and gal- 
lant, in his way, were his manners always to young 
ladies ; and most popular was he amongst them : yet, 
at heart, he neither respected nor liked the sex, and 
such of them as circumstances had brought into inti- 
mate relation with him had ever feared rather than 
loved him. 

The curates were left to shift for themselves. 
Sweeting, who was the least embarrassed of the 
three, took refuge beside Mrs. Sykes ; who, he knew, 
was almost as fond of him as if he had been her son. 
Donne, after making his general bow with a grace 
all his own, and saying in a high pragmatical voice, 
**How d'ye do. Miss Helstone?" dropped into a 
seat at Caroline's elbow : to her unmitigated annoy- 
ance, for she had a peculiar antipathy to Donne, on 
account of his stultified and unmoveable self-conceit^ 
and his incurable narrowness of mind. Malone, 
grinning most unmeaningly, inducted himself into 
the corresponding seat on the other side : she was 
thus blessed in a pair of supporters ; neither of whom, 
she knew, would be of any mortal use, whether for 
keeping up the conversation, handing cups, circu- 
lating the muflins, or even lifting the plate from the 
slop-basin^ Little Sweeting, small and boyish as he 
was, would have been worth twenty of them. 

Malone, though a ceaseless talker when there 
were only men present, was usually tongue-tied in 
the presence of ladies: three phrases, however, he 

VOL. I. M 
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had ready cat and dried^ which he never failed to 
produce : — 

Istly. — **Have yon had a walk to-day, MSsb 
Helstone?" 

2ndly. — **Have you seen your cou^, Moore, 
lately?'' 

3rdly. — "Does your class at the Sunday-school 
keep up its number?" 

These three questions being put and responded to, 
between Caroline and Malone reigned silence. 

With Donne it was otherwise: he was trouble- 
fKnne, exasperating. He had a stock of small-talk 
on hand, at once the most trite and perverse that 
can well be imagined : abuse of the people of Briar- 
field; of the natives of Yorkshire generally; com- 
plaints of the want of high society ; of the backward 
state of civilization in these districts; murmurings 
against the disrespectful conduct of the lower orders 
in the north toward their betters; silly ridicule of 
the manner of living in these parts, — ^the want of 
style, the absence of elegance, — as if he, Donne, had 
been accustomed to very great doings indeed: an 
insinuation which his somewhat underbred manner 
and aspect failed to bear out. These strictures he 
seemed to tiiink must raise him in the estimation of 
Miss Helstone, or of any other lady who heard him ; 
whereas with her, at least, they brought him to a 
level below contempt: though sometimes, indeed, 
they incensed her; for, a Yorkshire girl herself, she 
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hated to hear Yorkshire abused by such a pitifiil 
prater ; and when wrought up to a certain pitch, she 
would turn and say something of which neither the 
matter nor the manner recommended her to Mr* 
Donne's good-wilL She would tell him it was no 
proof of refinement to be ever scolding others for 
vulgarity ; and no sign of a good pastor to be eter- 
nally censuring his flock. She would ask him what 
he had entered the church for, since he complained 
there were only cottages to visit, and poor people to 
preach to? — ^whether he had been ordained to the 
ministry merely to wear soft clothing, and sit in 
ldi.g'8 houses? These questioiB were considered by 
all the curates as, to the last degree, audacious and 
impious. 

Tea was a long time in progress : all the guests 
gabbled as their hostess had expected they would* 
Mr. Helstone, being in excellent spirits, — when^ 
indeed, was he ever otherwise in society, attractive 
female society ? — ^it being only with the one lady of 
his own family that he maintained a grim taciturnity, 
— ^kept up a brilliant flow of easy prattle with his 
right-hand and left-hand neighbours, and even with 
his vis^-vis. Miss Mary : though as Mary was the 
most sensible, the least coquettish of the three, to 
her the elderly widower was the least attentive. At 
heart, he could not abide sense in women : he Hked 
to see them as silly, as light-headed, as vain, as open 
to ridicule as possible; because they were then in 
reality what he held them to be, and wished them to 

M 2 
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be, — inferior: toys to play with, to amuse a vacant 
hour and to he thrown away. 

Hannah was his favourite. Harriet, though beau- 
tiful, egotistical, and self-satisfied, was not quite 
weak enough for him: she had some genuine self- 
respect amidst much false pride, and if she did not 
talk like an oracle, neither would she babble like on6 
crazy : she would not permit herself to be treated 
quite as a doll, a child, a plaything ; she expected to 
be bent to like a queen. 

Hannah, on the contrary, demanded no respect; 
only flattery : if her admirers only told her that she 
was an angel, she would let them treat her like an 
idiot. So very credulous and frivolous was she ; so 
very silly did she become when besieged with atten- 
tion, flattered and admired to the proper degree, that 
there were moments when Helstone actually felt 
tempted to commit matrimony a second time, and to 
try the experiment of taking her for his second help- 
meet: but, fortunately, the salutary recollection of 
the ennuis of his first marriage, the impression still 
left on him of the weight of the millstone he had 
once worn round his neck, the fixity of his feelings 
respecting the insufferable evils of conjugal exis- 
tence, operated as a check to his tenderness, sup- 
pressed the sigh heaving his old iron lungs, and 
restrained him firom whispering to Hannah proposals 
it would have been high ftin and great satisfaction to 
her to hear. 

It is probable she would have married him if he 
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liad asked her ; her parents would have quite approved 
the match: to them his fifty-five years, his bend- 
leather heart, could have presented no obstacles; and, 
as he was a rector, held an excellent living, occupied 
a good house, and was supposed even to have private 
property (though in that the world was mistaken f 
every penny of the 5,000/. inherited by him from hiaf 
father had been devoted to the building and endowing 
of a new church at his native village in Lancashire — 
for he could show a lordly munificence when he 
pleased, and, if the end was to his liking, never hesi- 
tated about making a grand sacrifice to attain it), — ^her 
parents, I say, would have delivered Hannah over to^ 
Bis lovingkindness and his tender mercies without one 
scruple ; and the second Mrs. Helstone, inversing the 
natural order of insect existence, would have fluttered 
through the honeymoon a bright, admired butterfly, 
and crawled the rest of her days a sordid, trampled 
worm. 

Little Mr. Sweeting, seated between Mrs. Sykerf 
and Miss Mary, both of whom were very kind to him, 
and having a dish of tarts before hun, and marmalade 
and crumpet upon his plate, looked and felt more 
content than any monarch. He was fond of all the 
Misses Sykes ; they were all fond of him : he thought 
them magnificent girls, quite proper to mate with one' 
of his inches. If he had a cause of regret at this 
blissful moment, it was that Miss Dora happened to 
be absent; Dora being the one whom, he secretly 
hoped one day to call Mrs. David Sweeting, with 
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whom he dreamt of taking stately walks^ leading her 
like an empress through the Tillage of Nunnely : and 
an empress she wonld have been, if size couM make 
an empress. She was vast, pondarous: seen firomt 
behindj she had the air of a very stout lady of forty ; 
but withal she possessed a good face, and no unkindly 
character. 

The meal at last drew to a dose: it would have 
been over long ago, if Mr. Donne had not persisted 
in sitting with his cup half full of cold tea before him^ 
long after Ihe rest had finished, and after he himself 
had discussed such allowance of viands as he fek comr- 
petent to swallow — ^long, indeed, aft^ signs of impa- 
tience had been manifested all round the board : tiQ 
chairs were pushed back; till the talk flagged; till 
silence felL Vainly did Caroline inquire repeatedly 
if he would have another cup ; if he would take a 
little hot tea, as that must be cold, &c» : he would 
neither drink it nor leave it. He seemed to think 
that this isolated position of his gave him somehow a 
certain importance : that it was dignified and stately 
to be the last ; that it was grand to keep all the others 
waiting. So long did he linger, that the very uin. 
died : it ceased to hiss. At length, however, the old 
Hector himself, who had hitherto been too pleasantly 
engaged with Hannah to care for the delay, got im- 
patient. 

"For whom are we waiting?" he asked. 

** For me, Ij believe," returned Donne, complacently; 
appearing to think it much to his credit that a 
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party shoiild thus be kept dependent on his move* 
ments. 

**Tut!" cried Helstone; then standing np, "Let 
us return thanks," said he ; which he did forthwith^ 
and all quitted the table. Donne, nothing abashed^ 
still sat ten minutes quite alone, whereupon Mrv 
Helstone rang the bell for the things to be remoyed; 
the curate at length saw himself forced to empty his 
cup, and to relinquish the rdle which, he thought, had 
giyen him such a felicitous distinction, drawn upon 
him such flattering general notice. 

And now, in the natural course of events (Carolinei 
knowing how it would be, had opened the piano, and 
produced musi&-books in readiness), music was asked 
for. This was Mr. Sweeting's chance for showing 
off: he was eager to commence; heimdertook, there* 
fore, the arduous task of persuading the young ladies 
to &your the company with an air — a somr. Con 
amore, he' went through H>e whole burineas ofTeggbg, 
praying, resisting excuses, explaining away difficulties 
and at last succeeded in persuading Miss Harriet to 
allow herself to be led to the instrument. Then out 
came the pieces of his flute (he always carried them 
in ins pocket, as unfailingly as he carried his hand* 
kerchief). They were screwed and arranged; Malone 
and Donne meantime herding together, and sneering 
at him, which the little man, glancing oyer his shoulder^ 
saw, but did not heed at all : he was persuaded thdr 
sarcasm all arose from enyy ; they could not accom-* 
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pany the ladies as he could ; he was about to enjoy a 
triumph over them. 

The triumph began. Malone^ much chagrined at 
Clearing him pipe up in most superior style, deter- 
mined to earn distinction, too, if possible, and all at 
once assuming the character of a swain (which cha- 
racter he had endeavoured to enact once or twice 
before, but in which he had not hitherto met with 
the success he doubtless opined his merits deserved), 
approached a sofa on which Miss Helstone was 
seated, and depositing his great Irish &ame near her^ 
tried his hand (or rather tongue) at a fine speech 
or two, accompanied by grins the most extraordinary 
and incomprehensible. In the course of his efforts 
to render himself agreeable, he contrived to possess 
himself of the two long sofa cushions and a square 
one ; with which, after rolling them about for some 
time with strange gestures, he managed to erect a 
sort of barrier between himself and the object of his 
attentions. Caroline, quite willing that they should 
be sundered, soon devised an excuse for stepping 
over to the opposite side of the room, and taking up 
a position beside Mrs. Sykes ; of which good lady she 
entreated some instruction in a new stitch in orna- 
mental knitting, a favour readily granted, and thus 
Peter Augustus was thrown out. 

Very sullenly did his countenance lower when he. 
saw himself abandoned : left entirely to his own. re- 
sources, on a large sofa, with the charge of three small 
cushions on his hands. The fact was, he felt dis- 
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posed seriously to cultivate acquaintance with Miss 
Helstone; because he thought, in common with 
others, that her uncle possessed money, and con- 
cluded, that since he had no children, he would 
probably leave it to his niece. Gerard Moore waa^ 
better instructed on this point : he had seen the neat 
church that owed its origin to the Rector's zeal and 
cash, and more than. once,, in his inmost soul, had 
cursed an expensive caprice which crossed his wishes^ 

The evening seemed long to one' person in that 
room. Caroline at intervals dropped her knittiag' 
on her lap, and gave herself up to a sort of brain-* 
lethargy — closing her eyes and depressing her head—* 
caused by what seemed to her the unmeaning hum 
round her : the inharmonious, tasteless rattle of the 
piano keys, the squeaking and gasping notes of the. 
flute, the laughter and mirth of her uncle and 
Hannah and Mary, she could not- tell whence 
originating, for she heard nothing comic or gleeful 
in their discourse ; and, more than all, by the inter- 
minable gossip of Mrs. Sykes murmured close at her 
ear ; gossip which rang the changes on four subjects : 
her own health and that of the various members of 
her family; the Missionary and Jew-baskets and 
their contents; the late meeting at Nimnely, and 
one which was expected to come off next week at 
minbuiy. 

Tired at length to exhaustion, she embraced the 
opportunity of Mr. Sweeting coming up to speak 
to Mrs. Sykes, to slip quietly out of the apartment. 
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and Beek a moment's resfnte in solitade. She re- 
paid to the dining-room, where the dear but now 
low remnant of a fire still burnt in the grate. The 
place was enqitj and quiet, glasses and decanters 
w^e deared from the^table, the diairs were put back 
in their places, all was orderly. Caroline sank into 
her imde's large easy diair, half shut her eyes, and 
rested herself— rested at least her limbs, her senses, 
her hearings her vision — ^weary with listening to 
nothing, and gaziog on Yaeancy. As to her mind, 
that flew directly to the Hollow : it stood on the 
threshold of the parlour there, then it passed to the 
counting-house, and wondered which spot was 
blessed by the presence of Robert It so happened 
that neither iDcality had that honour; for Bobert was 
half a mile away from both, and much nearer to 
Caroline than her deadened spirit suspected: he was 
at this moment crossing the churchyard, approach- 
ing the rectory garden-gate : not, however, coming to 
see his cousin, but intent solely on commimicating 
a brief piece of intelligence to the rector. 

Yes, Caroline; you hear the wire of the bell 
vibrate : it rings again for the fifth time this afteiv 
noon : you start, and you are certain now that this 
must be him of whcHu you dream. Why you are so 
certain you cannot explain to yourself, but you 
know it. You lean forward, listening eagerly as 
Famiy opens the door: right I that is the voice — low 
— with the slight foreign accent, but so sweet, as yoa 
£uicy: you half rise: '< Fanny will tell him TAi^ 
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THE GUBATES AT TEA. 171 

Hektone is with company^ and then he will go 
away.^ Oh ! she cannot let him go : in spite of her*' 
Belf — in spite of her reason she walks half across the 
room; she stands ready to dart out in case the step 
fihould retreat : bat he enters the passage. ^^ Since 
your master is engaged;' he says, "just show me 
into the dining-room; bring me pen and ink : I will 
write a short note and leave it for him." 

If ow, haying caught these words, and hearing him 
adnmce, Caroline, if there was a door within the 
diiuiig-room, would glide through it and disappear. 
She feels caught, hemmed in; she dreads her im- 
expected presence may annoy him. A second since, 
she would have flown to him ; that second passed, 
she would flee from him. She cannot ; there is no 
way of escape : the dining-room has but one door, 
through which now enters her cousin* The look of 
troubled surprise she expected to see in his &ce has 
appeared there, has shocked her, and is gone. She 
has stammered a sort of apology : — 

^'I only left the drawing-room a minute for a 
Kttle quiet." 

There was something so diffident and downcast in 
the air and tone with which she said this, any one 
might perceive that some saddening change had 
lately passed oyer her prospects, and that the faculty 
of cheerM self-possession had left her. Mr. Moore^ 
probably, remembered how she had formerly been 
accustomed to meet him with gentle ardour and 
hopeful confidence; he must have seen how tiie 
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dieck of this morning had operated: here was an 
opportunity for carrying out his new system with 
effect, if he chose to improve it. Perhaps he found 
it easier to practise that system in broad daylight^ in 
his mill-yard, amidst busy occupations, than in a 
quiet parlour, disengaged, at the hour of eventide. 
Fanny lit the candles, which before had stood unlit 
on the table, brought writing materials, and left the 
room : Caroline was about to follow her* Moore, to 
act consistently, should have let her go ; whereas he 
stood in the doorway, and, holding out his hand, 
gently kept her back : he did not ask her to stay, 
but he would not let her go. 

" Shall I tell my imde you are here ?" asked she,, 
still in the same subdued, voice. 

** No 2 I can say to you all I had to say to him* 
You will be my messenger 2" 

« Yes, Robert." 

^* Then you may just inform him that I have got a 
clue to the identity of one, at least, of the men who 
broke my frames ; that he belongs to the same gang 
who attacked Sykes and Pearson's dressing-shop; 
and that I hope to have him in custody to-morraw. 
You can remember that ?" 

*^OhI yes." These two monosyllables were ut- 
tered in a sadder tone than ever ; and, as she said, 
them, she shook her head slightly, and sighed. 
** Will you prosecute him?*' 

"Doubtless." 

« No, Robert," 
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And why no, Caroline ?" 

Because it will set all the neighbourhood against 
you more than ever.'* 

** That is no reason why I should not do my duty, 
and defend my property. This fellow is a great 
scoundrel, and ought to be incapacitated from perpe- 
trating further mischief." 

*^But his accomplices will take revenge on you» 
You do not know how the people of this country 
1>ear malice : it is the boast of some of them that 
they can keep a stone in their pocket seven years, 
turn it at the end of that time, keep it seven years 
longer, and hurl it, and hit their mark ^ at last.' " 

Moore laughed. 

** A most pithy vaunt," said he ; ** one' that re- 
dounds vastly to the credit of your dear Yorkshire 
friends. But don't fear for me, Lina : I am on my 
guard against these lamb-like compatriots of yours : 
don't make yourself uneasy about me." 

** How can I help it ? You are my cousin. If 
anything happened — ^ she stoppejl. 

*' Nothing will happen, Lina. To speak in your 
own language, there is a Providence above all — ^is 
there not?" 

" Yes, dear Kobert. May He guard you ! " 

** And if prayers have eflScacy, yours will benefit 
me : you pray for me sometimes ?" 

*^Not sometimes^ Robert: you, and Louis, and 
Hortense are always remembered." 

^^So I have often imagined: it has occurred to 
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me^ when^ weary and vexed, I have myself gone to 
bed like a heathen^ that another had asked forgive- 
ness for my day, and safety for my night. I don't 
suppose such vicarial piety will avail much ; but the 
petitions come out of a sincere breast, from innocent 
lips: they should be acceptable as Abel's offering; 
and doubtless would be, if the object deserved 
them." 

'' Annihilate that doubt : it is groundless." 

'' When a man has been brought up only to make 
money, and lives to make it, and for nothing eke, 
and scarcely breathes any other air than that of mills 
and markets, it seems odd to utter his name in a 
prayer, or to mix his idea with anything divine ; and 
wery stn£nge it seems, that a good, pure heart should 
take him in and harbour him, as if he had any claim 
to that sort of nest If I could guide that benignant 
heart, I believe I should counsel it to exclude one 
who does not profess to have any higher aim in life 
than that of patching up his broken fortune, and 
wiping clean &om ,his bourgeois scutcheon the foul 
stain of bankruptcy." 

The hint, though conveyed thus tenderly and 
modestly (as Caroline thought), was felt keenly and 
comprehended clearly. 

** Indeed, I only think — or I tmll only think — of 
you as my cousin," was the quick answer. ^^ I am 
beginning to understand things better than I did, 
Robert, when you first came to England: better 
than I did, a week — ^a day ago. I know it is your 
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duty to try to get on, and that it won't do for you 
to be romantic; but in fixture you must not mis- 
understand me, if I seem friendly. You misunder- 
stood me this morning, did you not ?" 

'* What made you think so ?" 

** Your look — ^your manner." 

** But look at me now — " 

** Oh ! you are different now : at present, I dare 
speak to you." 

'* Yet I am the same, except that I have left the 
tradesman behind me in tho Hollow : your Innaman 
alone stands before you." 

^* My cousin, Kobert ; not Mr. Moore." 

*^ Not a bit of Mr. Moore. Caroline — ^ 

Here the company was heard rising in the other 
room ; tihie door was opened ; the pony-carriage was 
ordered ; shawls and bonnets were demanded ; Mr. 
Helstone called for his niece. 
I must go, Robert" 

Yes, you must go, or they will come in, and find 
us here ; and I, rather than meet all that host in the 
passage, will take my departure through the window: 
luckily, it opens like a door. One minute only- 
put down the candle an instant — good-night I I Mss 
you because we are cousins; and, being cousins, 
one — two — three kisses are allowable. Caroline, 
good-night !" 
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CHAPTER VII. 



NOAH AND MOSES. 



The next day, Moore had risen before the sun, and 
had taken a ride to Whinbury and back ere his sister 
had made the caf6 au lait, or cut the tartines for his 
breakfast. What business he traosacted there, he 
kept to himself. Hortense asked no questions: it 
was not her wont to comment on his movements, nor 
his to render an account of them. The secrets of 
business — complicated and often dismal mysteries- 
were buried in his breast, and never came out of 
their sepulchre, save now and then to scare Joe 
Scott, or give a start to some foreign correspondent: 
indeed, a general habit of reserve on whatever was 
important seemed bred in his mercantile blood. 

Breakfast over, he went to his coimting-house. 
Henry, Joe Scott's boy, brought in the letters and 
the daily papers ; Moore seated himself at his desk, 
broke the scab of the documentsi, and glanced them 
over. They were all short, but not — ^it seemed— 
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sweet ; probably rather sour on the contrary, for as 
Moore laid down the last, his nostrils emitted a 
derisive and defiant snuff; and, though he burst into 
no soliloquy, there was a glance in his eye which 
seemed to invoke the devil, and lay charges on him 
to sweep the whole concern to Gehenna. However, 
having chosen a pen and stripped away the feathered 
top in a brief spasm of finger-fury — only finger-fury, 
his face was placid— he dashed off a batdi of answers, 
sealed them, and then went out and walked through 
the mill : on coming back, he sat down to read his 
newspaper. 

The contents seemed not absorbingly interesting; 
he more than once laid it across his knee, folded his 
arms, and gazed into the fire ; he occasionally turned 
his head towards the window ; he looked at intervals 
at his watch: in short, his mind appeared pre- 
occupied. Perhaps he was thinking of the beauty 
of the weather — ^for it was a fine and mild morning 
for the season — and wishing to be out in the fields 
enjoying it The door of his counting-house stood 
wide open, the breeze and sunshine entered freely ; 
but the first visitant brought no spring perfume on 
its wings, only an occasional sulphur-puff from the 
soot-thick column of smoke rushing sable from the 
gaunt mill-chimney. 

A dark blue apparition (that of Joe Scott, fresh 
from a dyeing vat) appeared mixnentarily at the open 
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door, uttered the words " He 's corned, sir," and 
Tanished. 

Mr. Moore raised not his ejes &om the paper. 
A large man, broad-shouldered and massive-limbed, 
clad in fustian garments and grey-worsted stockings, 
entered, who was received with a nod, and desired to 
take a seat ; which he did, making the remark — as he 
removed his hat (a very bad one), stowed it away 
under his chair, and wiped his forehead with a 
spotted cotton handkerchief extracted from the hat- 
crown — ^that it was " Kaight dahn warm for Febe- 
werry." Mr. Moore assented: at least he uttered 
some slight sound, which, though inarticulate, might 
pass for an assent. The visitor now carefully 
deposited in the comer beside him an official-looking 
staff which he bore in his hand; this done, he 
whistled, probably by way of appearing at his 
ease. 

*^ You have what is necessary, I suppose," ssii 
Mr. Moore. 

**Ayl ay! all 's raight.'' 

He renewed his whistling, Mr. Moore his reading: 
the paper apparently had become more interesting. 
Presently, however, he turned to his cupboard, which 
was within reach of his long arm, opened it without 
rising, took out a black bottle-^the same he had 
produced for Malone's benefit — ^a tumbler, and a jug, 
placed them on the table, and said to his guest, — 
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" Help yourself; there's water in that jar in the 
comer.'' 

** I dunnut knaw that there 's mich need, for all a 
body is dry (thirsty) in a morning," said the fustian 
gentleman, rising and doing as requested. 

" Will you tak' naught yourseln^ Mr. Moore ?" he 
inquired, as with skilled hand he mixed a portion, 
and having tested it by a deep draught, sank back 
satisfied and bland in his seat. Moore — chary of words 
— ^replied by a negative movement and murmur. 

*^ Yah'd as good," continued his visitor ; " it 'uld 
set ye up, wald a sup o' this stuff. Uncommon good 
Hollands ! ye get it fro' fiirrin' parts, I'se think ? " 

-Ay!" 

** Tak' my advice, and try a glass on't ; them lads 
'at 's coming '11 keep ye talking, nob'dy knows how* 
long : ye 'U need propping." 

** Have you seen^ Mr. Sykes this morning?" in- 
quired Moore. 

** I seed him a hauf an hour — ^nay — happien a 
quarter of an hour sin', just afore I set off: he said 
he aimed to come here, and I sudn't wonder but 
ye '11 have old Helstone too ; I seed 'em saddling his 
little nag as I passed at back o' t' Rectory." 

The speaker was a true prophet, for the trot of a 

■ 

little nag's hoofs were, five minutes after, heard in 

the yard ; it stopped, and a well-known nasal voice 

cried aloud — " Boy (probably addressing Harry 

N 2 
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Scott, who usually hting about the premises from 
nine A. m. to five P. m.), take my horse and lead him 
into the stable.'^ 

Helstone came in, marching nimbly and erect, 
looking browner, keener, and livelier than usual 

** BeautiM morning, Moore : how do, my boy ? 
Ha ! Whom have we here (turning to the personage 
with the staff)? SugdenI What! you're going 
to work directly ? On my word, you lose no time : 
but I come to ask explanations : your message was 
deliyered to me ; are you sure you are on the right 
scent ? How do you mean to set about the bujdness? 
Have you got a warrant ?" 

" Sugden has." 

" Then you are going to seek him now ? 1 11 
accompany you." 

'^ You will be spared that trouble, sir ; he is com- 
ing to seek me. I'm just now mtting in state, 
waiting his arrivaL" 

^^ And who is it? One of my parishioners?" 

Joe Scott had entered unobserved ; he now stood, 
a most ranister phantom, half his pers(m being dyed 
of the deepest tint of indigo, leaning on the desk. 
His master^s answer to the Bector's question was a 
smile; Joe took the word; putting on a quiet but 
pawky lodi:, he said, — 

^^ It 's a friend of yours, Mr. Helstone ; a gentle- 
man you often speak o£" 
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'* Indeed I His name, Joe ? — ^You look well this 
moming* 

^^ Oidy the Bey. Moses Barradouglv: f tub 
orator you call him sometimes^ I think." 

<^ Ah I" aaad the Rector, takiog out his snuff-boi^ 
and admimsteiing to himself a rerj long pinch — 
^^ Ah I couldn't have ^supposed it. Why, th.e ['pious 
sum never was a wodanan of yours, Moore ? He 's 
a tailor by trade." 

^^ And so mudi the worse grudge I owe him, for 
interfering, and setting my discarded men against 



me-'' 



^ And Moses was actually present at the battle 
of Stilbro' Moor ? He went there — ^wooden 1^ and 
aU?" 

** Ay, sir," said Joe ; *' he went lliere on horse- 
back, Ihat his leg mi^tn't be noticed : he was the 
captain and wore a mask ; the rest only had their 
faces blacked." 

^ And how was he found out ?" 

" I '11 tell you, sir," said Joe : " t' mmster 's not 
so fond of talking ; I Ve no objections. He courted 
Sarah, Mr. Moore's sarvant lass, and so it seems she 
would have nothii^ to say to him ; she either didn't 
like his wooden 1^, or she 'd some notion about his 
being a hypocrite. Happen (for women is queer 
hands — ^we may say that amang werseln when tihiere 
none of 'em n^) she'd have encouraged him, in 
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spite of his leg and his deceit — just to pass time 
like ; I Ve known some on 'em do as mich, and some 
o' t' bonniest and mimest looking too — ay! IVe 
seen clean^ trim young things^ that looked as denty 
and pure as daisies^ and wi' time a body fiin' 'em 
^ut to be nowt but stinging, venomed nettles." 

"Joe's a sensible fellow," .inteijected Helstone. 

'^ Howsiver, Sarah had another string to her bow : 
FreA Murgatroyd, one of our lads, is for her, and as 
-women judge men by their &ces — ^and Fred, has a 
middling face, while Moses is none so handsome, as we 
all knaw — ^the lass took on wi' Fred. A two-£hree 
months sin', Murgatroyd and Moses chanced to meet 
one Sunday night ; they -d both come lurking about 
these premises wi' the notion of coimselling Sarah 
•to tak* a bit of a walk wi' them ; they fell out, had 
a tussel, and Fred, was worsted : for he 's young and 
small, and Barraclough, for all he has only one leg, 
is almost as strong as Sugden there ; indeed^ any- 
body that hears him roaring at a revival or a love- 
feast, may be sure he 's no weakling." 

*' 3oi% you 're insupportable," here broke in Mr. 
Moore. ** You spin out your explanation as Moses 
spins out his sermons. The long and short of it is, 
Murgatroyd was jealous of Barraclough, and last 
night, as he and a friend took shelter in a bam from 
a shower, they heard and saw Moses conferring with 
some associates within. From their discourse, it 
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was plain he had been the leader, not only at 
Stilbro' Moor, but in the attack on Sykes's property ; 
moreover they planned a deputation to wait on me 
this morning, which the tailor is to head, and whicb^ 
in the most religious and peaceful spirit, is to entreat 
me to put the accursed thing out of my tent. I rode 
over to Whinbury this morning, got a constable and 
a warrant, and I am now waiting to give my &iend 
the reception he deserves: here, meantime, comes 
Sykes : Mr. Helstone, you must spirit him up ; he 
feels timid at the thoughts of prosecuting." 

A gig was heard to roll into the yard : Mr. Sykes 
entered; a taU stout man of about fifty, comely 
of feature, but feeble of physiognomy : he looked 
anxious. 

" Have they been? Are they gone ? Have you 
got him ? Is it over ?" he asked. 

" Not yet,** returned Moore with phlegm. " We 
are waiting for them." 

" They '11 not come ; it 's near noon : better give 
it up ; it will excite bad feeling — ^make a stir-— cause 
perhaps fatal consequences." 

*^ You need not appear," said Moore. " I shall 
meet them in the yard when they come; you can 
stay here." 

" But my name must be seen in the law proceed- 
ings : a wife and family, Mr. Moore — a wife and 
family make a man cautious." 
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Moore looked disgnstecL ^' Gire way, if yoa 
jdease/' said he; ^leave me to myself; I haye no 
objection to act alone : only be aasnred you will not 
^d safety in submisaon; your partner, Pearson, 
gave way, and conceded, and forebore — well, that 
did not pfreyent them from attempting to shoot him 
in his own house.'' 

^^ My dear dbr, take a little wine and water,^ 
recommended Mr. Helstone. The wine and water 
was Hollands-and-water, as Mr. Sykes discovered 
when he had compounded and swallowed a biimming 
tumbler thereof: it transfigured him in two minutes, 
brought the colour back to his fiice, and made him 
at least ironf-yaliant. He now announced that he 
hoped he was above being trampled on by the com- 
mon people ; he was determined to endure the inso- 
lence of the working-classes no longer ; he had 
considered of it and made up his mind to go aU 
lengths; if money and spirit could put down these 
rioters, they should be put down ; Mr. Moore might 
do as he liked, but he — Christie Sykes — ^would spend 
his last penny in law before he would be beaten: 
he 'd settle thetn, or he 'd see.'* 

*' Take another glass," urged M <Kyrc. 

Mr. Sykes didn't mind if he did ; this was a cold 
morning (Sugden had found it a warm one) ; it was 
neoessary to be careful at this season of the year — ^it 
was proper to take something to keep tiie damp out ; 
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he Iiad a little oougfa already (here be coughed in 
attestation of the &ct) ; something of Ihid sort (lift- 
ing the black hottle) was excellent taken medici* 
nally (he poured the physic into his tumbler) ; he 
didn't make a practice c£ drinking g^irits in a morning, 
but occasionally it really was prudent to take pre- 
cautions. 

*^ Quite prudent, and take them by all means,'^ 
urged the host 

JVir* Sykes now addressed Mr. Helstone, who 
stood on the hearth, his shovel-hat on his head, 
watching him significantly with his little keen eyes. 
- ^ You, sir, as a clergyman," said he, " may feel 
it disagreeable to be present amidst scenes of hurry 
and flurry, and, I may say, peril : I dare say your 
nerves won't stand it ; you 're a man of peace, sir, 
but we mann&cturars, living in the world and 
always in turmoil, get quite belligerent. Beally 
there 's an mrdonr exdted by the thoughts of danger 
that makes my heart pant. When Mrs. Sykes is 
a&aid of the house being attacked and broke open— *• 
as she is ev^ry ni^)t-<^I get quite excited. I 
^uldn't describe to you, rir, my feelings : really, if 
anybody was to come — ^thieves or anything — ^I be^ 
Jieve I should enjoy it, audi is my spirit." 
. The hardest of lau^is, though brief and low, and 
by no means insulting, was the response of the 
Sector. Moore would have pressed upon the heroic 
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millowner a third tumbler, but the clerg]rman, who 
never transgressed, nor would suffer others in his 
presence to transgress the bounds of decorum, 
checked him. 

'^ Enough is as good as a feast, is it not, Mr. 
Sjkes?" he said, and Mr. Sykes assented; and then 
sat and watched Joe Scott remove the bottle at a 
higa from Helstone, with a self-satisfied simper on 
his lips, and a regretful glisten in his eje. Moore 
looked as if he should have liked to fool him to the 
top of his bent. What would a certain young kui^ 
woman of his have said, could he have seen her 
dear, good, great Robert — her Coriolanus — just 
now? Woidd she have acknowledged in that mis- 
chievous sardonic visage the same &ce to which 
she had looked up with such love, which had bent 
over her with such gentleness last night ? Was that 
the man .who had spent so quiet an evening with 
his sister and his cousin — so suave to one, so tender 
to the other — treading Shakspeare and listening to 
•Ch^nier? 

Yes, it was the same man, only seen on a different 
side; a side Caroline had not yet fairly beheld, 
though perhaps she had enough sagacity faintly to 
suspect its existence. Well, Caroline had, doubt- 
less, her defective side too: she was human, she 
,must then have been very imperfect, and had she 
seen Moore on his very worst side, she would pro* 
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bably have said this to herself and excused him. 
Love can excuse anything except Meanness; but 
Meanness kills Love, cripples even Natural Affec- 
tion: without Esteem, True Love cannot exist. 
.Moore with all his faults might be esteemed; for 
he had no moral scrofula in his mind, no hopeless 
polluting taint, such, for instance, .as that of falser 
hood ; neither was he the slave of his appetites ; the 
active life to which he had been bom and bred had 
.given him something else to do than to join the 
iutile chase of the pleasure-hunter: he was a man 
lyidegraded, the disciple of £>eason, not the votary 
.of Sense. The same might be said of old Helstone : 
neither of these two would look, think, or speak a lie ; 
for neither of them had the wretched black .bottle 
'which had just been put away any charms ; both might 
boast a valid claim to the proud title of " lord of the 
creation," for no animal vice was lord of them : they 
looked and were superior beings to poor Sykes. 

A sort of gathering and trampling soimd was 
heard in the yard, and then a pause. Moore walked 
-to the window, Helstone followed; both stood on 
one side, the tail junior behind the under-sizecj 
-senior, looking forth carefully, so that they might not 
-be visible from without, their sole comment on 
-what they saw was a cynical smile jSashed into each 
^other's stem eyes. 

A Nourishing oratorical cough was now heard, 
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followed by the inteijection^ " Whisht !" designed^ 
SB it seemed^ to still the hum of seyeral yoices. 
Moore opened his casement an indi or two to admit 
sound more freely. 

'* Joseph Scott^" began a snaffling Toioe — ^Scott 
was standing sentinel at the counting-house door 
m^" might we inquire if your master be within, and 
is to be spoken tol" 

*^ He's within, ay I" said Joe, nonchalantly. 

'^ Would you, then, if you please (emphasis on 
'you'), have the goodness to tell him that twelye 
gentlemen wants to see him." 

*' He'd happen ax what for," suggested Joe. «I 
mught as weel teQ him that at t' same time." 

For a purpose," was the answer. Joe entered. 
Please, sir, there's twelve gentl^nen wants to 
jiee ye * for a purpose.' " 

^ '^ Good, Joe; I'm their man. Sugden, come 
when I whistle." 

Moore went out, chuckling drily. He advanced 
into the yard, one hand in his pocket, the other in 
his waistcoat, his cap brim over his eyes, Rhn/liTig in 
«ome measure their deep dancing ray of scomb 
Twelve men waited in the yard, some in their shirt- 
sleeves, some in blue aprons : two figured com^icu- 
ously in the van of the party. One, a little dapper 
strutting man, with a tumed-up nose; the otfaeiv 
9, broad-shouldered fellow, distinguished no less by 
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bis demure face axKl cat-like, trustless eyes, than by 
a wooden leg and stout crutch : there was a kind of 
leer about his lips, he seemed laughing in his sleeve 
at some person or thing, his whole air was anything 
but that of a true man. 

" Good-morning, Mr. Barradough," said Moore 
debonnairely, for him. 

** Peace be unto you!" was the answer: Mr, Bar^ 
raclough entirely closing his naturally half-shut eyes 
as he deliyered it. 

*^ I 'm obliged to you : peace is an excellent thing ; 
there's nothing I more wish for myself; but that is 
not all you have to say to me, I suppose ? I imagine 
peace is not your purpose ? " 

^* As to our purpose," b^an Barraclough, " it 's 
<^ne that may sound strange, and perhaps foolish to 
ears like yours, for the childer of this world is wiser 
in their generation than the childer of light." 

"To the point, if you please, and let me hear 
what it is." 

" Ye*se hear, sir; if I cannot get it off, there's 
eleven behint can help me. It is a grand purpose, 
^ (changing his voice &om a half-sneer to a whine) 
it's the Looard's own purpose, and that 's better." 

" Do you want a subscription to a new Ranter's 
diapel, Mr. Barraclough? Unless your errand be 

8<miething of that sort, I cannot see what you have 
to do with it" 
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**I hadn*t that duty on my mind, sir; but as 
Providence has led ye to mention the subject, I '11 
make it i' my way to tak' ony trifle ye may have 
to spare, the smallest contribution will be accept- 
able." 

With that he doffed his hat, and held it out as 
a begging-box; a brazen grin at the same time 
crossing his countenance. 

" If I gave you sixpence, you would drink it." 

Barraclough uplifted the palms of his hands and 
the whites of his eyes, evincing in the gesture a 
mere burlesque of hypocrisy. 

*'You seem a fine fellow," said Moore, qidte 
coolly and drily; .^'you don't care for shewing 
me that you are a double-dyed hypocrite, that your 
trade is fraud : you expect indeed to make me laugh 
at the cleverness with which you play your coarsely 
farcical part, while at the same time you think you 
are deceiving the men behind you." 

Moses' countenance lowered ; he saw he had' 
gone too far: he was going to answer, when the 
second leader, impatient of being hitherto kept in 
the background, stepped forward. This man did: 
not look like a traitor, though he had an exceed- 
ingly self-confident and conceited air. 

**Mr. Moore," commenced he, speaking also in 
his throat and nose, and enunciating each word 
very slowly, as if with a view to giving his audience 
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time to appreciate fiillj the uncommon elegance of 
the phraseology; "it might, perhaps, justly be said 
that, reason rather than peace is our purpose. We 
come, in the first place, to request you to hear 
reason, and should you refuse, it is my duty to warn 
y&Uy in very decided terms, that measures will be 
had resort to (he meant recourse), which will pro- 
bably terminate in — ^in brining you to a sense of 
the unwisdom, of the — ^the fooKshness, which seems 
to guide and guard your perceedings as a trades- 
man in this — ^this manufacturing part of the country. 
Hem! .... sir, I would beg to allude that 
as a furriner, coming from a distant coast, another 
quarter and hemisphere of this globe, thrown, as I 
may say, a perfect outcast on these shores — ^the 
clifis of Albion — ^you have not that understanding 
of huz and wer ways which might conduce to the 
benefit of the working-classes. If, to come at once 
to particulars, you'd consider to give up this here 
mihi, and go without further protractions straight 
home to where you belong, it 'ud happen be as 
weU. I can see naught ageean such a plan. What 
hev ye to say tull't, lads?" turning round to the 
other members of the deputation, who responded 
unanimously, ^^ Hear ! hear ! " 

"Brayvo, Noah o' Tim's!" murmured Joe Scott^: 
who stood behind Mr. Moore. "Moses '11 niver 
beat that — Cliffs 'o Albion, and t 'other hemisphere ! 
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my oertyl Did ye come fro' th' Antarctic Z^met 
maifiter? Moses ia dished" 

Mosee, however^ refdaed to be dished ; he thoiight 
he would try agaiiL Caating a somewhat ireful 
glance at '^ Noah o' Tim's," he laimched out in his 
turn: and now he spoke in a serious tone^ relinquish- 
ing the sarcasm which he found had not answered. 

" Or iyer you set up the pole o' your tent amang 
us, Mr. Moore, we liyed i' peace and quietness; yea^ 
I may say, in all loring-kindness. I am not myself 
an aged person as yet, but I can remember as &r 
back as maybe some twenty year, wheu hand- 
labour were encouraged and respected, and no mis- 
chief-maker had ventured to introduce these here 
machines, which is so pernicious. Now, I'm not 
a doth-dresser myself, but by trade a tculor; hows- 
iver, my heart is of a softish natur^: I'm a veiy 
feeling man, and when I see my brethren oppressed, 
like my great namesake of old, I stand up for 'em ; 
for which intent, I this day speak with you face 
to fSace, and adyisea you to part wi' your infernal 
machinery^ and tak' on more hands." 

" What if I don't follow your advice, Mr. Barra- 
dough?" 

^^ The Looard pardon you« The Looard soften 
your heart, sir!" 

"Are you in connection with the Wesleyans 
now, Mr. Barradough?" 
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"Praise God! Bless His Name! I'm a joined 
Methody ! " 

^^Wliich in no respect prevents you from being 
at the same time si, drunkard and a swindler. I 
saw you one night a week ago laid dead-drunk 
by the roadside, as I returned from'Stilbro' market ; 
and while you preach peace, you make it the busi- 
ness of your life to stir up dissension. You no 
mor^ sympathize with the poor who are in distress, 
than you sympathize with me : you incite them tor 
outrage for bad purposes of your own; so does th6 
individual called Noah o' Tim's. You two are 
restless, meddling, impudent scoundrels, whose 
chief motive-principle is a selfish ambition, as dan* 
gerous as it is puerile. The persons behind you 
are some of them honest though misguided men ; but 
you two I count altogether bad." 

Barraclough was going to speaks 

*^ Silence ! You have had your say, and now I will 
have mine. As to being dictated to by you, or any 
Jack, Jem, or Jonathan on earth, I shall not suffer it 
for a moment. You desire me to quit the country ; 
you request me to part with my machinery ; in case 
I refuse, you threaten me. I do refuse — point- 
blank ! Here I stay ; and by this mill I stand ; and 
into it win I convey the best machinery inventors 
can furnish. What will you do ? The utmost you 
can do — and this you will never dare to do — is to 

VOL. li O 
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bum down my mill, destroy its contents, and shoot 
me. What then? Suppose that building was a 
ruin and I was a corpse, what then? — ^you lads 
behind these two scamps, would that stop inventicm 
or exhaust science? — Not for the fraction of a second 
of time ! Another and better gignmiU would rise on 
the ruins of this, and perhaps a more enterpnang 
owner come in my place. Hear me ! — I Tl make my 
doth as I please, and according to the best lights I 
have. In its manufacture I will employ what means 
I choose. Whoever, after hearing this, shall dare to 
interfere with me, may just take the ccmsequenoes. 
An example shall prove I hn in earnest." 

He whistled shriU and loud. Sugden, bis staff 
and warrant came on to the scene. 

Moore turned sharply to Barraclough : ** You were 
at StilbroV said he; "I have proof of that. You were 
on the moor, — you wore a mask, — you knocked down 
one of my men with your own hand, — you I a 
preacher of the Gospel I Sugden, arrest him I" 

Moses was captured. There was a cry and a rush 
to rescue, but the right hand which all this while 
had lain hidden in Moore's breast, reappearing, held 
ou^ a pistoL 

** Both barrels are loaded," said he. "I'm quite 
determined! — keep offl" 

Stepping backwards, facing the foe as he went, he 
guarded his prey to the counting-house. He ordered 
Joe Scott to pass in with Sugden and the priswier, 
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and to bolt the door inside* For himself^ he walked 
backwards and forwards along the front of the mill* 
looking meditatively on the ground^ his hand hanging 
carelessly by his side, but still holding the pistoL 
The eleren remaining deputies waldbed him some 
tune, talking under their breath to each other: at 
length one of them approached. This man looked 
Tery different from either of the two who had pre- 
viously spoken : he was hard-fiavoured, but modest, 
and manly-looking. 

*^IVe not much faith i' Moses Barradough," said 
he ; ^and I would speak a word to you myseln, Mr. 
Moore. It 's out o* no ill-will that I 'm here, for my 
part; it 's justtomak' a effort to get things straightened!^ 
for they 're sorely a crooked. Ye see we 're ill offy — 
varry ill off: wer families is poor and pined. We're 
thrown out o* work wi* these frames: we can get 
nou^t to do : we can earn nought. What is to be 
done? Mun we say, wisht! and lig us down and 
dee? Nay: IVe no grand words at my tongue's 
end, Mr. Moore, but I feel that it wad be a low 
principle for a reasonable man to starve to death like 
a dumb cratur': — I willn't do't. I'm not for 
shedding blood: I'd neither kill a man nor hurt a 
nian; and I'm not for pulling down mills and 
breaking machines: for, as ye say, that way o' going 
on 11 niver stop invention ; but 1 11 talk, — I '11 mak' 

^ big a din as ever I can. Invention may be all 

O 2 
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l^lit^ but I know it isn't right for poor folks to 
starve. Them that governs mun find a way to help 
lis! they mun mak' fresh orderations. Ye '11 say 
that's hard to do: — so mich louder mun we shout 
out then, for so much slacker will t' Parliament-men 
be to set on to a tough job." 

'* Worry the Parliament-men as much as you 
please," said Moore ; *' but to worry the mill-owners 
is absurd ; and I, for one, won't stand it." 

**Ye're a raight hard 'unl" returned the work- 
man. *^ Will n't ye gie us a bit o' time ? — ^Will n't 
ye consent to mak' your changes rather more slowly?'*^ 

" Am I the whole body of clothiers in Yorkshire T 
Answer me that !" 
Ye 're yourseln." 

And only myself; and if I stopped by the way 
an instant, while others are rushing on, I should be 
trodden down. If I did as you wish me to do, I 
should be bankrupt in a month: and would my 
bankruptcy put bread into your hungry children's* 
mouths ? William Farren, neither to your dictation^ 
nor to that of any other, will I submit. Talk to me 
no more about machinery ; I will have my own way* 
I shall get new frames in to-morrow : — If you broke 
these, I would stiQ get more. I'll never give in,'' 

Here the mill-bell rang twelve o'clock : it was Jhe 
dinner hour. Moore abruptly turned from the 
deputation and re-entered his counting-house. 
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His last words had left a bad, harsh impression : 
he, at least, had ^^ failed in the disposing of a chance 
he was lord of/' By speaking kindly to "William 
Parren, — ^who was a very honest man, ^without envy 
or hatred of those more happily circumstanced than 
himself; thinking it no hardship and no injustice to 
be forced to live by labour ; disposed to be honour- 
ably content if he could but get work to do, — 
Moore might have made a friend. It seemed won^ 
derftd how he could turn from such a man without a 
conciliatory or a sympathizing expression. The poor 
fellow's face looked haggard with want : he had the 
aspect of a man who had not known what it was to 
live in comfort and plenty for weeks, perhaps months 
past ; and yet there was no ferocity, no malignity in 
his countenance : it was worn, dejected, austere, but 
still patient. How could Moore leave him thus, 
with the words "I'll never give in," and not a 
whisper of good-wiU, or hope, or aid? 

Farren, as he went home to his cottage,— once, in 
better times, a decent, clean, pleasant place ; but now, 
though still clean, very dreary, because so poor — 
asked himself this question. He concluded that the 
foreign mill-owner was a selfish, an unfeeling, and, 
he thought, too, a foolish man. It appeared to him 
that emigration, Jiad he only the means to emigrate, 
would be preferable to service imder such a master. 
He felt much cast down, — almost hopeless. 
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On his entrance, his wife served out, in orderly 
sort, such dinner as she had to give him and the 
bairns : it was only porridge, and too little of that. 
Some of the younger children asked for more when 
they had done their portion — an application which 
disturbed William much: while his wife quieted 
them as well as she could, he left his seat, and went 
to the door. He whistled a cheery stave, which did 
not, however, prevent a broad drop or two (much 
more like the " first of a thundernshower " than those 
which oozed from the wound of the gladiator) from 
gathering on the lids of his gray eyes, and plashing 
thence to the threshold. He cleared his vision with 
his sleeve, and the melting mood over, a very stem 
one followed. 

He still stood brooding in silence, when a gentleman 
in black came upTZgyxnan, it might L seen at 
once; but neither Helstone, nor Malone, nor Donn^ 
nor Sweeting. He might be forty years old ; he was 
plain-looking, dark-complexioned, and already ratiier 
gray-haired. He stooped a little in walking. His 
countenance, as he came on, wore an abstracted and 
somewhat doleful air ; but, in approaching Fairen, he 
looked up, and then a hearty expression illuminated 
the preoccupied, serious &ce« 

'^ Is it you, William ? How are you ?" he asked. 

*^ Middling, Mr. Hall : how are ye f Will ye step 
in and rest ye?" 
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Mr. Hall, whose name the reader has seen men- 
tioned before, (and who, indeed, was vicar of Nunnely, 
^ which parish Farren was a native, and &om whence 
he had removed but three years ago to reside in 
Briarfield, for the convenience of being near Hollow's- 
mill, where he had obtained work) entered the 
cottage, and, having greeted the goodwife and the 
children, sat down* He proceeded to talk very cheeiy 
fully about the length of time that had elapsed since 
the family quitted his parish, the changes which had 
occurred since ; he answered questions touching his 
sister Margaret, who was inquired after with much 
interest ; he asked questions in his turn, and at last^ 
glancing hastily and anxiously round through his 
spectacles (he wore spectacles, for he was ^ort<* 
sighted) at the bare rocnn, and at the meagre and wan 
faces of the circle about him — ^for the children had 
come round his knee, and the father and mothe? 
stood before him — he said, abruptly, — 

" And how are you all ? How do you get on?" 

Mr. Hall, be it remarked, though an accomplished 
scholar, not only spoke with a strong northern accent, 
but, on occasion, used freely north-country expres- 
sions. 

"We get on poorly," said William: "we're all 
out of work. I Ve selled most o' t' household stu£^ 
as ye may see; and what we're to do next, God 
knows." 
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*' Has Mr. Moore turned you off?" 

** He has turned us off; and I Ve sich an opinion 
of him now, that I think, if he 'd tak' me on agsun to- 
morrow, I wouldn't work for him." 

*^ It is not like you to say so, William." 

*^I know it isn't; but I'm getting different to 
mysel' : I feel I am changing, I wad n't heed, if t' 
bairns and t' wife had enough to live on ; but they 're 
pinched— they 're pined " 

**Well, my lad, and so are you; I see you are^ 
These are grievous times ; I see suffering wherever I 
turn. William, sit down ; Grace, sit down ; let us 
talk it over." 

And in ordeir the better to talk it over, Mr. Hall 
lifted the least of the children on to his knee, and 
placed his hand on the head of the next least ; but 
when the small things began to chatter to him, he bid 
them " Whisht !" and, fixing his eyes on the grate, 
he regarded the bandfiil of embers which burnt there 
very gravely. 

** Sad times ! " he said, " and they last long. It is 
the will of God : His wiU be done ! but He tries us to 
the utmost." 

Again he reflected. 

" You Ve no money, William, and you Ve nothing 
you could sell to raise a small sum ?" 

^^ No ; I Ve selled t' chest o' drawers, and t' clock, 
and t' bit of a mahogany stand, and t' wife's bonny 
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tea-tray and set o' cheeney 'at she brought for a por-» 
tion when we were wed." 

** And if somebody lent you a pound or two, could 
you make any good use of it ? Could you get into a 
new way of doing something ? " 

Farren did not answer ; but his wife said quickly, 
** Ay, I 'm sure he could, sir; he 's a very contriving 
chap, is our William. If he 'd two or three pounds, 
he could begin gelling stuff." 

"Could you, William?" 

*' Please God," returned William, deliberately, "I 
could buy groceries, and bits o' tapes, and thread, and 
what I thought would sell, and I could begin hawk* 
ing at first." 

" And you know, sir," interposed Grace, " you 're 
sure William would neither drink, nor idle, nor 
waste in any way. He 's my husband, and I 
should n't praise him, but I will say, there 's not a 
soberer, honester man i' England nor he is." 

" Well, 1 11 speak to one or two firiends, and 
I think I can promise to let him have 51. in a day or 
two : as a loan, ye mind, not a gift : he must pay 
it back." 

"I imderstand, sir: I'm quite agreeable to 
that" 

** Meantime, there 's a few shillings for you, Grace, 
just to keep the pot boiling tUl custom comes. 
Now, bairns, stand up in a row and say your cate- 
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ehiam, while your mother goes and buys some dimier; 
for you've not had much to-day^ 1*11 be bound 
Youb^in, Ben. What is your name?" 

Mr. Hall stayed till Grace came back ; then he 
hastily took his leave, ahaking hands with both 
Farren and his wife : just at the door, he said to 
them a few brief but very earnest words of religious 
consolation and exhortation : with a mutual '^ God 
bless you, sir!" '^ God bless you, my ficiends!'' 
they separated. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



BBIABMAINS. 



MfissBS. Helstonb and Stkes began to be ex* 
tremelj jocose and congratulatory with Mr. Moor^ 
when he returned to them after diamiflaing the depu- 
tation; he was so quiet, however, under their 
compliments upon his firmness, &c., and wore a 
countenance so like a still, dark day, equally beam- 
less and breezeless, that the Bector, after glancing 
shrewdly into his eyes« buttoned up his felicitations 
with his coat, and said to Sykes, whose senses were 
not acute enough to enable him to discover un- 
^undsted where his presence and conversation were a 

nuisance:*-^ 

^^ Come, sir; your road and mine lie partly 
together: had we not better bear each other com- 
pany? Well bid Moore good-morning, and leave 
him to the happy fancies he seems disposed to in-^ 
dulge.'* 

^^And where is Sugden?" demanded Moore» 
looking upi 



204 SHIKLEY. 

*' Ah, ha ! " cried Helstone. ** I 've not been 
quite idle while you were busy. I 've been 
helping you a little: 1 flatter myself, not injudi- 
ciously. I thought it better not to lose time ; so, 
while you were parleying with that down-looking 
gentleman, Farren, I think his name is, I opened 
this back window, shouted to Murgatroyd, who was 
in the stable, to bring Mr. Sykes's gig round ; then I 
smuggled Sugden and brother Moses — ^wooden leg 
and all — ^through the aperture, and saw them mount 
the gig (always with our good Mend Sykes's permis- 
sion, of course). Sugden took the reins — he drives 
like Jehu, and in another quarter of an hour, 
Barraclough will be safe in Stilbro' jaiL" 

^^ Very good : thank you," said Moore, " and 
good-morning, gentlemen," he added, and so politely 
conducted them to the door and saw them clear of 
his premises. 

He was a taciturn, serious man the rest of the 
day: he did not even bandy a repartee with Joe 
Scott ; who, for his part, said to his master only just 
Tfhat was absolutely necessary to the progress of 
business, but looked at him a good deal out of the 
comers of his eyes, frequently came to poke the 
counting-house fire for him, and once, as he was 
locking up for the day (the mill was then working 
short-time, ovsing to the slackness of trade), observed 
that it was a grand evening, and he "could wish 
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Mr. Moore to tak' a bit of a walk up th' Hollow ; it 
would do him good." 

At this recommendation, Mr. Moore burst into a 
short laugh^ and after demanding of Joe what all 
this solicitude meant, and whether he took him for 
a woman or a child, seized the keys from his hand> 
and shoved him by the shoulders out of his presence* 
He called him back, however, ere he had reached the 
yard-gate. 

« Joe, do you know those Farrens ? They are 
not well oWy I suppose?" 

** They cannot be well off, sir, when they 've not 
had work as a three month. Ye 'd see yourseV 'at 
William's sorely changed, — fair pared: they've 
sclled most o' t' stuff out o* th' house." 

" He was not a bad workman ?" 

'* Ye never had a better, sir, sin' ye began trade." 

" And decent people — the whole family?" 

" Niver dacenter : th' wife 's a raight cant body, 

and as clean ' 1 ye mught eat your porridge of 

th' house floor : they 're sorely comed down. I wish 
William could get a job as gardener or summat i' 
that way ; he understands gardening weel. He once 
lived wi' a Scotchman that tached him the mysteries, 
o* that craft, as they say." 

" Now, then, you can go, Joe ; you need not stand 
there staring at me." 

" Ye 've no orders to give, sir?" 
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" None, but for you to take yourself offi" 
Wliicli Joe did accordingly. 



Spring evenings are often cold and raw^ and 
though this had been a fine d.y, wann even in 
ihe morning and meridian sunshine, the air chilled 
at sunset, the ground criq>ed, and ere dusk^ a hoar 
frost was insidiously steahng over growing grass 
and unfolding bud. It whitened the pavement in 
front of Briannains (Mr. Yorke's residence), and 
made silent havoc among the tender plants in his 
garden^ and on the mossy level of his lawn. As 
to that great tree^ strong-trunked and broad-amied|, 
which guarded the gaUe nearest the road, it seasned 
to defy a spring-night frost to harm its still bare 
boughs; and so did the leafless grove of walnut- 
trees rising tall behind the house. 

In the dusk of the moonless if starry night, lights 
from windows shone vividly: this was no dajrk or 
lonely scene, nor even a silent one. Briarmains 
stood near the highway ; it was rather an old place, 
and had been built ere that highway was cut, and 
when a lane winding up through fields was the 
only path conducting to it. Briarfield lay scarce 
a mile off; its hum was heard, its glare distinctly 
seen. Briar-chapel, a large, new, raw, Wesleyan 
place of worship, rose but a hundred yards distant ; 
and, as there was even now a prayer*meeting being 
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held within its mJIs^ the illumination of its windows 
cast a bright reflection on the road^ while a hjnm 
of a most extraordinary description^ such as a very 
Quaker might feel himself moved by the spirit 
to dance to, roused cheerily all the echoes of the 
Ticinage. The words were distinctly audible by 
snatches: here is a quotation or two from different 
strains ; for the singers passed jauntily from hymn 
to hynm and from tune to tune, with an ease and 
buoyancy all their own. 

** Oh ! who can explain 

This straggle for life, 
This travail and pain. 

This tremblang and strife ? 
Phgae, earthquake, and fanine, 

And tumult md matf 
The wonderfoL etmiimf 

Of JesQS declare ! 

" For every fight 

Is dreadful and loud, — 
The warrior's delight 

Is slaughter and blood; 
His foes overturning, 

Till all shall expire,— 
And this is with burning, 

And fiiel, and fire ! " 

Here followed an interval of cl«m<m)us ptaycr, 
accompanied by fearful groans. A shout of ** I ' ve 
found liberty !" "Doad o' BiU's has fun' Eberty I" 
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rung from the chapel^ and out all the assemUy 
broke again. 

'' What a mercy is this I 

What a hearen of bliss ! 
How unspeakably happy am I ! 

Gathered into the fold. 

With thy people enroU'd, 
With thy people to lire and to diet 

<< Oh ! the goodness of God 

In employing a clod 
His tribute of glory to raise ; 

His standard to bear, 

And with triumph declare 
His unspeakable riches of grace ! 

'' Oh, the feithomless lore. 

That has deigned to approve 
And prosper tiie work of my hands ; 

With my pastoral crook, 

I went oyer the brook. 
And behold I am spread into bands 1 

'' Who, I ask in amaze. 

Hath b^;otten me these ? 
And inquire from what quarter they came ; 

My full heart it replies, 

They are bom from the skies, 
And gives glory to God and the Lamb ! *' 

The stanza which followed this, after another and 
longer interregnum of shouts, yells, ejaculations, 
frantic cries, agonized groans, seemed to cap the 
climax of noise and zeaL 
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^ Sleeping on the brink of sm^ 
Tophet gaped to take ns in ; 
Mercy to our rescue flew, — 
Broke the snare, and brought us through. 

** Here, as in a lion's den, 
Undevoured we still remain ; 
Pass secure the watery flood, 
Hanging on the arm of God. 

ti Here " 

(Terrible, most distracting to the ear was the 
strained shout in which the last stanza was given). 

'' Here we raise our voices lugher. 
Shout in the refiner's fire ; 
Clap our hands amidst the flame, 
Glory give to Jesus' name ! '' 

The roof of the chapel did not fly oS; which speaks 
volumes in praise of its solid slating. 

But if Briar-chapel seemed alive, so also did Briar- 
mains: though certainly the noansion appeared to 
enjoy a quieter phase of existence than the temple ; 
some of its windows too were a-glow: the lower 
casements opened upon the lawn, curtains concealed 
the interior, and partly obscured the ray of the 
candles which lit it, but they did not entirely mu£Be 
the sound of voice and laughter. We are privileged 
to enter that firont-door, and to penetrate to the 
domestic sanctum. 

It is not the presence of company which makes 
VOL. I. p 
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Mr. Yorke's habitation Kvely, for there is none 
within it save his own family^ and they are as- 
sembled in that farthest room to the rights the 
back-parlour. 

This is the usual sitting-room of an evening. 
Those windows would be seen by daylight to be of 
brilliantly-stained glass — purple and amber the 
predominant hues, glittering round a gravely-tinted 
medallion in the [centre of each, representing the 
suave head of William Shakspeare, and the serene 
one of John Milton. Some Canadian views hang on 
the walls — green forest and blue water-scenery — ^and 
in the midst of them blazes a night-eruption of 
Vesuvius; very ardently it glows, contrasted with 
the cool foam and azure of cataracts, and the dusky- 
depths of woods. 

The fire illuminating this room, reader, is such as, 
if you be a southern, you do not often see burning 
on the hearth of a private apartment ; it is a dear, 
iiot, coal fire, heaped high in the ample chimney. 
Mr. Yorke mil have such fires even in warm summer 
weather : he sits beside it with a book in his hand, a 
little round stand at his elbow supporting a candle — 
but he is not reading, he is watching his children. 
Opposite to him sits his lady — a personage whom I 
might describe minutely, but I feel no vocation to 
the task. I see her, though, very plainly before me : 
a large woman of the gravest aspect, care on her 
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front and on her shoulders — ^but not overwhelming, 
inevitable care — ^rather the sort of voluntary, exem- 
plary cloud and burden people ever carry who deem 
it their duty to be gloomy. Ah, well-a-day 1 Mrs. 
Yorke had that notion, and grave as Saturn she 
was morning, noon, and night ; and hard things she 
thought of any unhappy wight — especially of the 
female sex — ^who dared in her presence to show the 
light of a gay heart on a sunny countenance* In her 
estimation, to be mirthful was to be profane; to be 
cheerful waff to be frivolous: she drew no dis- 
tinctions. Yet she was a very good wife, a very 
careful mother, looked after her children unceasingly,, 
was sincerely attached to her husband; only, the 
worst of it was, if she could have had her will, she 
would not have permitted him to have any friend in 
the world beside herself: all his relations were 
insupportable to her, and she kept them at arm's 
length. 

Mr. Yorke and she agreed perfectly weU; yet he 
was naturally a social, hospitable man — an advocate 
for family unity — and in his youth, as has been said^ 
he liked none but lively cheerful women. Why he 
chose her — ^how they contrived to suit each other, is 
a problem puzzling enough, but which might soon be 
solved if one had time to go into the analysis of the 
case. SuflSce it here to say, that Yorke had a 

shadowy as well as a sunny side to his character, and 

p 2 
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that his shadowy side found sympathy and affinity in 
the whole of his wife's uniformly overcast nature. 
For the restj she was a strong-minded woman; never 
said a weak or a trite thing ; took stem, democratic 
views of society^ and rather cynical ones of human 
nature ; considered herself perfect and safe^ and the 
rest of the world all wrong. Her main fiiult was a 
brooding, eternal, immitigable suspicion of all men, 
things, creeds, and parties : this suspicion was a mist 
before her eyes, a false guide in her path, wherever 
she looked, wherever she turned. 

It may be supposed that the children of such a 
pair were not likely to turn out quite ordinary, 
common-place beings ; and they were not. You see 
six of them, reader : the youngest is a baby on the 
mother's knee ; it is all her own yet — ^and that one 
she has not yet begun to doubt, suspect, condemn ; it 
derives its sustenance from her, it hangs on her, it 
clings to her, it loves her above everything else in 
the world : she is sure of that, because, as it lives by 
her, it cannot be otherwise, therefore she loves it. 

The two next are girls. Rose and Jessy ; they are 
both now at their father's knee; they seldom go 
near their mother, except when obliged to do so. 
Rose, the elder, is twelve years old ; she is like her 
fatiier, — ^the most like him of the whole group, — ^but 
it is a granite head copied in ivory ; all is softened in 
colour and line. Yorke himself has a harsh face ; 
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his daughter's is not harsh, neither is it quite pretty ; 
it is simple,— -<^hildlike in feature ; the round cheeks 
bloom : as to the gray eyes, they are otherwise than 
childlike, — a serious soul lights them, — a young soul 
yet, hut it will mature, if the body lives ; and neither 
father nor mother have a spirit to compare with it« 
Partaking of the essence of each, it will one day be 
better than either, — stronger, much purer, moro 
aspiring. Bose is a stiU, sometimes, a stubborn gu*l 
now: her mother wants to make of her such a 
woman as she is herself, — ^a woman of dark an^ 
dreary duties, — and Kose has a mind foU-set, thick 
sown with the germs of ideas her mother never 
knew. It is agony to her often to have these ideaa 
trampled on and repressed. She has never rebelled 
yet ; but if hard driven, she will rebel one day, and 
then it will be once for all, Kose loves her Mher: 
her father does not rule her with a rod of iron ; he is 
good to her. He sometimes fears she will not live> 
so bright are the sparks of intelligence which, at 
moments, flash from her glance, and gleam in her 
language. This idea makes him often sadly tender 
to her. 

He has no idea that little Jessy will die young, 
she is so gay and chattering, arch — original even 
now; passionate when provoked, but most affec-* 
tionate if caressed; by turns gentle and rattling; 
exacting yet generous; fearless — of her mother for 
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instance^ whose irrationally hard and strict rule she 
has often defied— -yet reliant on any who will help 
hen Jessy^ with her little piquant face^ engaging 
prattle^ and winning ways^ is made to be a pet ; and 
her father's pet she accordingly is. It is odd that the 
doll should resemble her mother feature by feature, 
as Bose resembles her father, and yet the phy- 
8iognomy--4iow different ! 

Mr, Yorke, if a magic mirror were now held before 
you, and if therein were shown you your two 
daughters as they wiU be twenty years from this 
night, what would you think? The magic mirror is 
here : you shall learn their destinies — and first that of 
your little life, Jessy. 

'* Do you know this place? No, you never saw 
it ; but you recognise the nature of these trees, this 
foliage, — ^the cypress, the willow, the yew. Stone 
crosses like these are not unfamiliar to you, nor are 
these dim garlands of everlasting flowers. Here is 
the place ; green sod and a gray marble headstone — 
Jessy sleeps below. She lived through an April 
day ; much loved was she, much loving. She often, 
in her brief life, shed tears, she had frequent sor- 
rows ; she smiled between, gladdening whatever saw 
her. Her death was tranquil and happy in Rose's 
guardian arms, for Kose had been her stay and 
defence through many trials: the dying and the 
watching English girls were at that hour alone in a 
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foreign country, and the soil of that country gave* 
Jessy a grave. 

Now, behold Bose, two years later. The crosses 
and garlands looked strange, but the hills and wooda 
of this landscape look still stranger. This, indeed, is( 
far from England : remote must be the shores which 
wear that wild, luxuriant aspect. This is somQ 
Tirgin solitude: unknown birdd flutter round thQ 
skirts of that forest; no European river thie;, on 
whose banks Bose sits thinking. The little, quiet 
Yorkshire girl Is a lonely emigrant in some region 
of the southern hemisphere. Will she ever come 
back ? 

The three eldest of the family are all boys : Mat- 
thew, Mark, and Martin* They are seated together 
in that comer, engaged in some game* Observe 
their three heads : much alike at a first glance ; at a 
second, different ; at a third, contrasted. Dark- 
haired, dark-eyed, red-cheeked, are the whole trio ; 
small English features they all possess; all own a 
blended resemblance to sire and mother, and yet a 
distinctive physiognomy, mark of a separate charac- 
ter, belongs to each. 

I shall not say much about Matthew, the first-born 
of the house ; though it is impossible to avoid gazing 
at him long, and conjecturing what qualities that 
visage hides or indicates. He is no plain-looking 
boy : that jet-black hair, white brow, high-coloured 



216 0HISI#BT» 

oheek, those quick, dark eyes, are good points in 
their way. How is it that, look as long ag yon will^ 
there is but one object in the room, and that the 
most sinister, to which Matthew's face seems to bear 
an affinity, and of which, eyer and anon, it reminds 
you strangely — the eruption of YesuTius. Flame 
and shadow seem the component parts of that lad's 
soul: no daylight in it, and no sunshine, and n& 
pure, cool moonbeam erer shone there. He has an 
English frame, but, a|^>arently, not an English mindr 
you would say, an Italian stiletto in a dieath of 
British workmanship. He is crossed in the game — 
look at his scowL Mr. Yorke sees it, and what does 
he say? In a low Toice, he pleads: ^^Mark and 
Martin, don't anger your brother." And this is eyer 
the tone adopted by both pareijts. Theoretically, 
they decry partiaUty ; no rights of primogeniture are 
to be allowed in that house ; but Matthew is neyer 
to be vexed, never to be opposed : they avert provo- 
cation from him as assiduously as they would av^ 
fire from a barrel of gunpowder. ^^ Concede, con* 
ciliate," is their motto wherever he is concerned* 
The republicans are fast making a tyrant of their 
own flesh and blood. This the yoimger sdons know 
and feel, and at heart they all rebel against the 
injustice: they cannot read their parents' motives; 
they only see the difference of treatment. The 
dragon's-teeth are already sown amongst Mr. Yorke's 
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3roimg oliye-bnmches : discord will one day be the 
harvest. 

Mark is a bonnie looking hoy, the most regular- 
featured of the fEunily ; he is exceedingly calm ; his 
smile is shrewd ; he can say the driest, most cutting 
things in the quietest of tones. Despite his tran- 
quillity;y a somewhat heavy brow speaks temper, and 
reminds you that the smoothest waters are not 
always the safest. Besides, he is too still, unmoved, 
phlegmatic, to be happy. Life will never have 
much joy in it for Mark : by the time he is five-and- 
twenty, he will wonder why people ever laugh, and 
think all fools who seem merry. Poetry will not 
exist for Mark, either in literature or in life; its 
best effiisions will sound to him mere rant and 
jargon: enthuedasm will be his aversion and con- 
tempt. Mark will have no youth: while he looks 
juvenile and blocHning, he will be already middle* 
aged in mind. His body is now fomrteen years of 
age, but his soul is already thirty. 

Martin, the youngest of the three, owns another 
nature. Life may, or may not, be brief for him ; 
but it will certainly be brilliant: he will pass through 
all its iUumons, half believe in themt, wholly enjoy 
ihem, then outlive them. That boy is not hand- 
some — ^not so handsome as either of his brothers : he 
is plain ; there is a husk upon him, a dry shell, and 
he will wear it till he is near twenty ; then he will 
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put it off: about that period, he will make himself 
handsome. He will wear uncouth manners till that 
age, perhaps homely garments; but the chrysalis 
will retain the power of transfiguring itself into the 
butterfly, and such transfiguration will, in due 
season, take place. For a space, he will be vain, 
probably a downright puppy, eager for pleasure, and 
desirous of admiration ; athirst, too, for knowledge. 
He will want all that the world can give him, both 
of enjoyment and lore ; he will, perhaps, take deep 
draughts at each fount. That thirst satisfied — ^what 
next ? I know not Martin might be a remarkable 
man : whether he will or not, the seer is powerless 
to predict : on Ibit subject, there has been no open 
vision. 

Take Mr. Yorke's family in the aggregate, there 
is as much mental power in those six young heads, as 
much originality, as much activity and vigour of 
"brain, as — divided amongst half a dozen common- 
place broods — would give to each rather more thau 
an average amount of sense and capacity, Mr. 
Yorke knows this, and is proud of his race. . York- 
shire has such families here and there amongst her 
hills and wolds — ^peculiar, racy, vigorous ; of good 
blood and strong brain; turbulent somewhat in. the 
pride of their strength, and intractable in the force of 
their native powers; wanting polish, wanting con- 
sideration, wanting docility, but sound, spirited, and 
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true-bred as the eagle on the cKff or the steed in the 
steppe. 

A low tap 18 heard at the parlour door; the boys 
have been making such a noise over their game, and 
little Jessy, besides, has been singing so sweet a 
Scotch song to her father — ^who delights in Scotch 
and Italian songs, and has taught his musical little 
daughter some of the best — ^that the ring at 'Ae outer 
door was not observed. 

^* Come in," says Mrs. Yorke, in that conscientiously 
constrained and solemnized voice of hers ; which ever 
modulates itself to a funereal dreariness of tone, though 
the subject it is exercised upon be but to give orders 
for the making of a pudding in the kitchen, to bid the 
boys hang up their caps in the hall, or to caU the 
girls to their sewing: "Come in!" And in came 
Robert Moore. 

Moore's habitual gravity, as well as his abstemious- 
ness (for the case of spirit-decanters is never ordered 
up when he pays an evening visit), has so far recom- 
mended him to Mrs. Yorke, that she has not yet 
made him the subject of private animadversions with 
her husband : she has not yet found out that he is 
hampered by a secret intrigue which prevents him 
from marrying, or that he is a wolf in sheep's cloth- 
ing; discoveries which she made at an early date 
after marriage concerning most of her husband's 
bachelor friends, and excluded them from her board 
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aooordingly : which pext of her conduct^ indeed, 
might be said to have its just and sensible, as well as 
its harsh side. 

** Well, is it you ? " she says to Mr. Moore, as he 
comes up to her and gives his hand* ^' Whatareyou 
roying about at this time of night for ? You should 
be at home." 

^' Can a single man be said to have a home, madam?'^ 
he asks. 

"Pooh!" says Mrs. Yorke, who despises conven- 
tional smoothness quite as much as her husband does, 
and practises it as little, and whose plain speaking, on 
all occasions, is carried to a point calculated, sometimes, 
to awaken admiration, but oftener alarm — ^^ Pooh I 
you need not talk nonsense to me ; a single man can 
have a home if he likes. Pray, does not your sister 
make a home for you ?" 

" Not she," joined in Mr. Yorkew " Hortense is 
an honest lass ; but when I was Robert's age, I had 
five or dix sisters, all as decent and proper as she is, 
but you see, Hesther, for all that, it did not hinder 
me &om looking out for a wife." 

" And sorely he has repented marrying me,** added 
Mrs. Yorke, who Uked occasionally to crack a dry 
jest against matrimony, even though it should be at 
her own expense, " He has repented it in sackdotii 
and ashes, Robert Moore, as you may well believe 
when you see his punishment (here she pointed to 
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her children). Who would burden themselves with 
8uch a set of great, rough lads as those, if thej could 
help it ? It is not only bringing them into the world, 
though that is bad enough, but they are all to feed, 
to clothe, to rear, to settle in life. Young sir, when 
you feel tempted to marry, think of our four sons 
and two daughters, and look twice before you leap." 

'^I am not tempted now, at any rate: I think 
these are not times for marrying or giving in mar- 
riage." 

A lugubrious sentiment of this sort was sure to 
obtain Mrs. Yorke's approbation: she nodded and 
groaued acquiescence ; but in a minute she said : — 

^ I make little account of the wisdom of a Solomon 
of your age ; it will be upset by the first fancy that 
crosses you. Meantime, sit down, sir : you can talk, 
I suppose, as well sitting as standing?" 

This was her way of inviting her guest to take a 
chair ; he had no sooner obeyed her, than little Jessy 
jumped from her father's knee, and ran into Mr. 
Moore's aims, which were very promptly held out to 
receive her. 

**You talk of marrying him," said she to her 
mother, quite indignantly, as she was lifted lightly to 
his knee, "and he is married now, or as good: he 
promised that I should be his wife last summer, the 
first time he saw me in my new white frock and blue 
sash. Didn't he, father ?" (These children were not 
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accustomed to Bay papa and mama; their mother 
would allow no such ** namby-pamby.") 

"Ay, my little lasfiie, he promised; I'll bear 
witness. But make him say it over again now, 
Jessy : such as he are only false loons." 

" He is not Mse : he is too bonnie to be false/' 
said Jessy, looking up to her tall sweetheart with the 
fullest confidence in his faith. 

" Bonnie 1 ** cried Mr. Yorke ; " that 's the reason 
that he should be, and proof that he is — a scoundreL" 

"But he looks too sorrowful to be false," here 
interposed a quiet voice from behind the father's 
chair. " If he were always laughing, I should think 
he forgot promises soon, but Mr. Moore never 
laughs." 

" Your sentimental buck is the greatest cheat of 
all, Rose," remarked Mr. Yorke. 

'^ He 's not sentimental," said Rose. 

Mr. Moore turned to her with a little surprise, 
smiling at the same time« 

*^ How do you know I am not sentimental, 
Rose?" 

*^ Because I heard a lady say you were not." 

" Voilsi, qui devient interessant I " exclaimed Mr. 
Yorke, hitching his chair nearer the fire« ** A lady ! 
That has quite a romantic twang: we must guess 
who it is. Rosy, whisper the name low to your 
father : don't let him hear." 
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** Kose, don't "be too forward to talk," here inter- 
rupted Mrs. Yorke, in her usual kill-joy fashion; 
^'nor Jessy either: it becomes all children, es- 
pecially girls, to be silent in the presence of their 
dders." 

** Why have we tongues, then ?'* asked Jessy, 
pertly ; while Rose only looked at her mother with 
an expression that seemed to say, she should take 
that maxim in, and think it oyer at her leisure. 
After two minutes' grave deliberation, she asked, — 

** And why. especially girls, mother ?" 

*^ Firstly, because I say so ; and secondly, be- 
cause discretion and reserve is a gurl's best wis- 
dom." 

*^ My dear madam," observed Moore, *^ what you 
say is excellent : it reminds me, indeed, of my dear 
sister's observations ; but really it is not applicable 
to these little ones. Let Rose and Jessy talk to 
me freely, or my chief pleasure in coming here is 
gone. I like their prattle f it does me good." 

"Does it not?" asked Jessy. "More good than 
if the rough lads came round you : you call them 
TOUgh, mother, yourself." 

*^ Yes, mignonne, a thousand times more good : I 
have rough lads enough about jne all day long, 
poulet." 

There are plenty of people," continued she, 

who take notice of the boys: all my uncles and 
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aontB seem to ihink their nephews better than fheir 
nieces; and when gentlemen come here to dine, it 
is always Matthew, and Mark, and Martin, that are 
talked to, and never Rose and me. Mr. Moore is 
our Mend, and we '11 keep him : but, mind Bose, 
he 's not so much your friend as he is mine : he is 
xsij particvlar acquaintance ; rem^oober that!" And 
she held up her small hand with an admonitory 
gesture. 

Hose was quite accustomed to be admonished by 
that small hand ; her will daily bent itself to that 
of the impetuous Utde Jeesy: she was guided- 
oyermled by Jessy in a thousand things. On ail 
occasions of show and pleasure, Jessy took the lead, 
and Srose fell quietly into the background ; whereas, 
when the disagreeables of life — its work and pri- 
Tations were in question, Sose instinctdvely took 
upon her, in addition to her own share, what she 
could of her sister's. Jessy had already settled it 
in her mind that she, when she was old enough, 
was to be married ; Sose, she decided, must be an 
old maid, to live with her, look after her children, 
keep her house. This state of things is not un- 
common between two sisters, where one is plain and 
the other pretty ; but in this case, if there vhis a 
difference in external appearance, !Rose had the 
advantage: her face was more regular-featured than 
that of the piquant little Jessy. Jessy, however. 
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vras destined to possess, along with sprightly intelK- 
gence and vivacious feeling, the gift of fascination, 
the power to charm when, wliere, and whom she 
would. Eose was to have a fine, generous soul, a 
noble intellect profoundly cultivated, a heart as true 
as steel, but the manner to attract was not to be hers. 

" Now, Rose, tell me the Bame of this lady who 
denied that I was sentimental," urged Mr. Moore. 

Rose had no idea of tantalization, or she would 
have held him a while in doubt; she answered 
briefly : — 

" I can't : I don't know her name." 

" Describe her to me : what was she like ? "Where 
did you see her?" 

"When Jessy and I went to Bpend die day at 
Whinbury with Kate and Susan Pearson, who were 
just come home from school, there was a party at 
Mrs. Pearson's, and some grown-up ladies were 
sitting in a comer of the drawing-room talking about 
you." 

'^Did you know none of them?" 

" Hannah, and Harriet, and Dora, and Mary 
Sykes." 

" Good. Were they abusing me. Rosy ? '* 

" Some of them "were: they called you a misan- 
thrope: I remember the "word — I looked for it in 
the. dictionary when I came home : it means a man- 
hater." 

VOL. I. Q 
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^ HaBmah Sjkes said yon irere a solsnm pappy.'' 

^ Better !'' cried Mr. Yoike, hsaglamg. *' Oh ! 
exceflest I Hannah — liust 'e t^ one witih the red 
iudr : a fine girl, but lialf-witted." 

*' She has wit enough for me, it appears," said 
Moore. ** A. soleitta pvppy, iadeedi Weil, £ose, 
gooa." 

*' Mise Pearson said she beSeved there yrwA a good 
deal of affectation about yon, And that with yoor 
dark hair and pale face, you looked to her ISice some 
sort of a sentimental noodle." 

Again Me. Yoike laaghed-: Mm Yoitks «yen 
joined in this time. ^^ You see in what esteem y^i 
are held behind yoor back," said she; ^^yet I be- 
lieve that Miss Pearson would Hke to catch yoni 
she set her cap td; you when yim fiist came into 1^ 
conatry, <ASl as die is." 

^And who contradicted iher. Rosy?" inqmred 
Moore. 

^^ A lady whom I den^ knew, beoanse she never 
visitB here» though I see her every Sunday at dmrch ; 
she sits in the pew near the pulpit I generaUy 
look at ber, instead of looking at my prayer-bodk ; 
fer die is Hce a piohir* in crar 'dming^oan,, lihat 
woman with die dove in her band: jKt least she has 
^es ly^e it» and a nose too, a strai^st Tiose, that 
makes aU her face look, somehow^ what I call dear." 
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^ And you donH; know lierT" exelabaed Ses&y, m 
a tone of exceeding Bmaprme. ^ Uratls so Hike 
Bose. Mc Moare^ I often w^onder in mbaA sort of 
a woddimyBiaterli^es; I am 'Sore giie does not Irve 
all her time in ."fids:: one is iconifcimully findii^ oizt 
that she is qaiite ignoiBot of some little matter 
which everybody else knows. To think of hergoisg 
sdenmly to chirdi te^ery Sunday^ -and loddng all 
service-time at me partacuhr person, and never m 
much as asking that peisan'fi name! She means 
Caroline Helatone^ iiie Rectmr's niece: I remember 
sJl abont it Miss Sdbstone was ^mte angry with 
Anne Feanson: she said, 'S.obert Moore is neilSateor 
affected nor fien&nental; you ndstake Ms dbasaoter 
nt^erfy^ «r rather not <oiiie of yon here knows any- 
thing abo^t it.^ Now, shall I tell jxm what she is 
like ? I can teU what people are liloe, and iiow they 
are Creased better than £ose con.'' 

^'Xi^usiiear.'' 

^^ She as mee ; she is fair ; she Itas a pretty (wlnte 
slender throat; she has long curls, not staff &xks&, 
they hang loose and flofib, their colcmr is brown but 
not daik ; «he speaks quietly, wi& a dear tone ; 
she never makes a bustle in moving-; &b ofiben 
wears a grey silk dress ; dbe is neat all over : lier 
gowns, and her shoes, and her gloves always fit her. 
She is what I eaU a lady, and 'vdien I ?am as tail aa 

Q 2 



228 8HIRLET. 

ahe is, I mean io be like her. Shall I suit you if I 
am? TVlll you really many me?** 

Moore stroked Jessy's hair: for a minute he 
seemed as if he would draw her nearer to him, but 
instead he put her a little farther o£ 

"Oh I you won't have me? You push me 
away." 

^^ Why, Jessy, you care nothing about me : you 
never come to see me now at the Hollow." 

" Because you don't ask me.'' 

Hereupon Mr. Moore gave both the little girls an 
invitation to pay him a visit next day, promising^ 
that as he was going to Stilbro' in the morning, he 
would buy them each a present, of what iiature he 
would not then declare, but they must come and 
see. Jessy was about to reply, when one of the 
boys unexpectedly broke in. 

" I know that Miss Helstone you have all been 
palavering about : she's an ugly girl. I hate h^r ! 
I hate all womenites. I wonder what they w6re 
made for." 

*^ Martini" said his father — ^for Martin it was — * 
the kd only answered by turning his cynical young 
face, half-arch, half-truculent, towards the paternal 
chair. " Martin, my lad, thou'rt a swaggering 
whelp, now ; thou wilt some day be an outrageous 
puppy : but stick to those sentiments of thine. See, I 'U 
write down the words now i' my pocket-book. (The 
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senior took out a morocco-covered book^ and delibe-^ 
ratdy wrote therein.) Ten years hence, Martin, if 
thou and I be both alive at that day, I'll remind 
thee of that speech.^' 

■^ I'll say the same then : I mean always to hate 
women; they're such dolls: they do nothing but 
dress themselves finely, and go swimming about to 
be admired. 1'U never marry : I'U be a bachelor." 

*^ Stick to it! stick to it I Hesther (addressing 
his wife) I was like him when I was his age, a 
regular misogamist ; and, behold I by the time I was 
three-and-twenty, — ^being then a tourist in France 
and Italy, and the Lord knows where ! — I curled my 
hair every night before I went to bed, and wore 
a ring i' my ear, and would have worn one i' my 
nose if it had been the fashion — ^and all that I might 
niake mysel' pleasing and charming to the ladies. 
Martin will do the like.'' 

"Will I? Never! I've more sense. What a 
Guy you were, father ! As to dressing, I make this 
vow : I'U never dress more finely than as you see me 
at present. Mr. Moore, I'm clad in blue cloth from 
top to toe, and they laugh at me, and call me sailor 
^t the grammar-school. I laugh louder at them, and 
say they are all magpies and parrots, with their 
coats one colour, and their w^tcoats another, and 
their trousers a third. I'U always wear blue cloth, 
and nothing but blue cloth : it ia, beneath a human 
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beii^s dignkjr to Aren Imnaelf ia particoloored 
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^ T%n jeaxA hence, Martin, no taOor's shflp will 
have choice of colours varied enoi^ £m: thj exact- 
ing taste; m periumer'a atorea esaencea exquMte 
tnou^ fior th J fastidious sensea^'' 

Msrtin looked difldaan, but iroodifiefed bo liuther 
reply. MeaBtime Mark^ who for some minuteB had 
been nunmaging amongst a pile of books o&k 9l side- 
tabley took the word* He spoke in a peculiadj slow^ 
quiet voice, and with an expression of atiH iroo^ in 
his &ce not easy to desenbe. 

*^ Mr. Moore," said he, ^ yon think perhaps it 
was a compBment on Miss Caroline Helstone's part 
to say you were not aentimestaL I thought yon 
appeared eonfused when my sistera told yon the 
words, as if you felt flattered:- yoa turned red,, just 
like a certain vain little lad at onr school, who always 
thinks proper to bluah when he gjets a rise in the 
class. For your benefit Mr. Moore, I 've been look- 
ing up the w&eA ^ sentimental' in the dictionary, 
and I. find it to mean ^tinctured with senlinient' 
On examining further, ^ sentiment is exidaioed to 
be thought, idea, notion. A sentimental man, then, 
is one who has thoughts, ideas, notions ; an unsenti- 
mental man is (me destitute of thought, ideai, or 
notion.*' 

And Mark stopped : he did not smsSe, he ^ not 



lock rocmd &t admiratkMi:: he had said Im mj, and 
was aileziit. 
^Ma foi! iBon am^" observed Mr. Moose %s> 

m 

Yorke; ^ ce a^t irraimezKt d^ enfaoi^ temUes^ qua 
les Yoties-I" 

Soae^ wb&had beex^jyiatem]^ afetentiyelj to Mark's 
speedbby replied to hioi : — 

^' There are difibreat kinds o£ thoughts^, ideai^ and 
notion^" said sjise, ^^ good and bad : sentkneotal 
mast refer to tbe bad, oir Miss Hektone loiust have 
taken it in that sense> for she was not bbuasung Mr. 
Moore ; she was defending Mm." 

^'That's mj kind little advocate I*' said Moore, 
taking Bose's hand. 

^^ She was defending him^'' rq>eated Soe€i> ^^ as I 
shoiild have done had I been in her plaee^ for the 
other ladies seeiaed ta speak sp>tefaUy.'^ 

'' Ladies always do* speak spitefuUy/' observed 
Martin ; ^^ it k the nature of woBOienites to be spite- 

Matthew now^ for the first time, opened his lips: — 

" What a fool Martin is, to be. always gabbling 
aboiit what he does not understand" 

'* It is my privilege, as a freeman,, to gabble oa 
whatever subject I like," responded Maxtin. 

^^ You use it, or rather almse it, ta anch an extent," 
rejoined the elder brother, ^^ that you prove you (Mi^it 
to have been a slave." 
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** A slave I a slave ! That to a Yorke, and from 
a Yorke I This fellow," he added, standing up at 
the table, and pointing across it to Matthew, — '^ this 
fellow forgets, what every cottier in Briarfield knows, 
that all bom of our house have that arched instep 
tinder which water can flow — proof that there has not 
been a slave of the blood for three hundred years," 

** Mountebank !" said Matthew. 

*' Lads, be silent !" exclaimed Mr. Yorke. ** Mar- 
tin, you are a mischief-maker : there would have been 
BO disturbance, but for you." 

*^ Indeed ! Is that correct ? Did I begin, or did 
Matthew ? Had I spoken to him when he accused 
jne of gabbling like a fool ?" 

*^ A presumptuous fool I" repeated Matthew. 

Here Mrs. Yorke commenced rocking herself — 
rather a portentous movement with her, as it was 
occasionally followed, especially when Matthew was 
worsted in a conflict, by a fit of hysterics. 

*^ I don't see why I should bear insolence from 
Matthew Yorke, or what right he has to use bad 
language to me," observed Martin. 

** He has no right, my lad ; but forgive your 
brother until seventy and seven times," • said Mr. 
Yorke sootlungly. 

♦' Always alike, and theory and practice always 
adverse I" murmured Martin as he turned to leave 
the room. 
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** Where art thou going, my son?" asked the 
father. 

** Somewhere where I shall be safe from insult : if 
in, this house I can find any such place/' 

Matthew laughed very insolently: Martin threw 
a strange look at him, and trembled through all his 
slight lad's frame, but he restrained himself. 

" I suppose there is no objectioa to my withdraw- 
ing?" he inquired. 

**No; go, my lad: but remember not to bear 
malice.*' 

Martin went, and Matthew sent another insolent 
laugh after him. Bose, lifting her fair head from 
Moore's shoulder, against which, for a moment, it had 
been resting, said, as she directed a steady gaze to 
Matthew — ** Martin is grieved, and you are glad; 
but I would rather be Martin than you; I dislike 
your nature." 

Here Mr. Moore, by way of averting, or at least 
escaping, a scene — ^which a 30b from Mrs, Yorke 
warned him was likely to come on — ^rose, and putting 
Jessy off his knee, he kissed her and Bose ; reminding 
them, at the same time, to be sure and come to the 
Hollow in good time to-morrow afternoon; then, 
having taken leave of his hostess, he said to Mj% 
Xorke — "May I speak a word with you?" and, was 
followed by him from the room. Their brief confe-r 
rence took place in the halL 



^Ebre yon cmpkjmaUL for a good wMknun?" 
asked Moore. 

^* A Bomeiifle ^ei^oa ia tkese timesy whtea, you 
know that evexy maatarfaaft nunry^ good iposkmea to 
wkixn he canaot give fall enqdoyment/^ 

*^ Yoa BWiA oUige me Vy taking oa tias sna^ if 
possible/' , 

^ My kdi| I csaB take on no m&re kaaida to obEge 
all England.'' 

^^ It does not ngsBify ; I mnst fiad kim a place 
somewhere." 

^' Who IS he?" 

^' William Farrea." 

"I know WilHflE^; a right-down heaest man is 
William." 

^ He has been out of work tinree months-; he has 
akrge&mily: we are sicre they esimot five withont 
wages : he was one of a deputation of ckithr-dressani 
who came to me this momiBg to eomplaii^ and 
tibreatem WiiHiam ^ not threaten : he only aaked 
me to gtwe tbem zafeher move tune^^^ta nmke ray 
changes mcare slowly. You know I dmnot do that: 
stnit^ied on aM sides as I am^ I haTe nothing for it 
but to pauik OB. I thought it woaM be idle to "peia^ 
yer long with them « I sent them away^ afteir arrest 
iag a rascal amongst tiiem^ whom I hepe to traas^ 
port — a £^w who preadies at the dkapel yonder 
sometimes." 
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^^Not MoseaBaixaclDiigk.?'' 



^ Ah! you^Te arrested lam.2 Goodl Tkea crat 
cf a seonndrel you^re* goii^ to moke a martyr: 
you^ye done a wise iiiag" 

** IVe dme a r%ht timo^. WeD, the diort and 
the long of it is^ I'm determined ta get Fazren & 
place, and I reckon on you to give hkn one/' 

'^ This is cool, however ! '* exdaimfid Mr* Yorke* 
*^ What right have ycni to reckoiL ok me to provide 
finr your diemiaBed workmen? What do I know 
shoot yoor Eaxrens and yoixr Williama? I've 
heard he's am honest man ; but am. I to support all 
t&e honest wAJt in Yorkshire? You may say thaii 
woald be not great ehavge to nndertake ; but great or 
fitde, Illncmeofit.'' 

^^ Ceme^ Mr. Yorke, what can you find finr hiza 

^^ I fiosd I Yois'U make me use language I 'm not 
socQstomed to- nsa I wish you wouU go hcaase^-^ 
here is the door — set off." 

Moore sat down on cms of the hall chaira. 

** You can't give loam, work in your mill — good— • 
bvftt ycm haeve knd : find hiafc somie oeeupatioa on 
your land, Mr. Yovke»" 

^' Bob, I thought you cared nothing about our 
^krardauda de paysaDs:' I don't imderalaaid this 
change/' 
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*^ I do : the fellow spoke to me nothing but truth 
and sense. I answered him just as roughly as I did 
the rest, who jabbered mere gibberish. I couldn't 
make distinctions there and then: his appearance^ 
told what he had gone through lately clearer than 
his words : but where is the use of explaining ? Let 
him have work," 

** Let him have it yoursel£ If you are bo very 
much in earnest, strain a point." 

** If there was a point left in my affairs to strain, 
I would strain it till it cracked again ; but I received 
letters this morning which show me pretty^ nearly 
where I stand, and it is not far off the end of the 
plank. My foreign market, at any rate, is gorged. 
If there is no change — ^if there dawns no prospect of 
peace — ^if the Orders in Council are not, at least, 
suspended, so as to open our way in the West — I do 
not know where I am to turn. I see no more light 
than if I were sealed in a rock ; so that for me to 
pretend to offer a man a livelihood would be to do i^ 
dishonest thing.'' 

" Come, let us take a turn on the front : it is a 
etarlight night," said Mr. Yorke. 

They passed out, closing the front-door after them, 
and, side by side, paced the frost-white pavement to 
and fro. 

Settle about Farren at once," urged Mr. Moore.' 



(S 



BHIABMAINS. 237 

'* You have large firuit-gardens at Yorke Mills : he 
is a good gardener : give him work there.'^ 

"Well, so be it. I'U send for him to-morrow, 
tod we '11 see. And now, my lad, you 're concerned 
about the condition of your affairs ?" 

** Yes : a second failure — ^which I may delay, but 
which, at this moment, I see no way finally to avert 
— ^would blight the name of Moore completely ; and 
you are aware I had fine intentions of paying off 
€very debt, and re-establishing the old firm on its 
former basis." 

** You want capital — ^that 's all you want." 

** Yes ; but you might as well say that breath is 
all a dead man wants to live." 

" I know — I know capital is not to be had for the 
asking ; and if you were a married man, and had a 
family, like me, I should think your case pretty nigh 
desperate; but the young and unencumbered have 
chances peculiar to themselves^ I hear gossip now 
and then about your being on the eve of marriage 
with this miss and that ; but I suppose it is none of 
it true?" 

" You may well suppose that : I think I am not 
in a position to be dreaming of marriage. Marriage ! 
I cannot bear the word: it sounds so silly and 
Utopian. I have settled it decidedly that marriage 
and love are superfluities, intended only for the rich, 
who live at ease, and have Ho need to take thought 






fortheiaoiSDw; or despezalaoiiB, tiie last sad reck- 
less joy of the deefdy wretehed, '^ho never hope to 
lifie ont of the elongh of their utter poverty." 

^^ I di0uld not think so if I were csrcuDiBtBneed 
as you are : I should iMiik I oould very fikeiy get a 
-wife with a few thousands, wlio woald smt both me 
and my affioxs." 

** I wander whesne ?" 
Would you try, if you had a chance ?* 
I donH; know: it depends on — in short, it de- 
pends on many things." 

" Would you take an old wosnan?'' 
^ I 'd rather bi^ak stanes on the road." 
" So would L Would you take an ugly -ciae ?" 
^ Bah ! I hate ugliness and delight in beaoty: my 
eyes and keart, Yorke, take pleasure in a sweet, 
young, fear £ace, as they are repelled by a gaim, 
m^ed, mei^re caaie^ soft delicate fines and hiBes 
please — iiarsh ones prgudioe me. I W0a% have «a 
u^y wife.* 

^ Not if she were rich." 

*^ Not if she were dressed in gems. I could not 
love — ^I could not fancy — I oeuld not enduxe her. 
My taste must have satisfadaon, or disgust woold 
break out in despotism — >ar worse — ^&eeze io utter 



idness." 
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What, Bob, if you maaacied tm hon^t, good- 
natured, and wealthy lass, though a little hoard- 



fiiTonred^ oonlda'i jon put vp witii die Ugh <3heek- 
LcmeB, the isather wide aosniiih, a&d xeddii^ hair ?^ 

'^ I 'U nerer try.^ I tel yoo. Osaoe at least I uniS 
hflTe, and yoath «Dd eyoBidtry — yeR^ jmd what 1 
call beauty*" 

*^ And poverty, and a nursery full of bairns you 
can neither clothe nor feed, and very soon an 
anxious faded mother — ^and then bankruptcy, dis- 
credit — a life-long struggle." 

" Let me alone, Yorke." 

*^ If you are romantic, Robert, and especially if 
you are already in love, it is of no use talking." 

" I am not romantic I am stript of romance as 
bare as the white tenters in that field are of cloth." 

" Always use such figures of speech, lad ; I can 
understand them : and there is no love-affair to dis- 
turb your judgment ?" 

" I thought I had said enough on that subject 
before. Love for me ? Stuff!" 

** Well, then; if you are sound both in heart and 
head, there is no reason why you should not profit by 
a good chance if it offers : therefore, wait and see." 

** You are quite oracular, Yorke." 

*^ I think I am a bit i' that line. I promise ye 
naught and I advise ye naught ; but I bid ye keep 
your heart up, and be guided by circumstances." 

*^ My namesake — the physician's almanack could 
not speak more guardedly." 
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'^ In the mean time^ I care naught at}out ye, 
Bobert Moore : ye are nothing akin to me or miney 
and whether ye lose or find a fortune it mak's no 
difference to me* Go home^ now: it has stricken 
ten. Miss Hortense will be wondering where ye 
are." 
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CHAPTER IX. 



OLD MAID& 



Time wore on^ and spring matured. The siirlaee of 
England began to look pleasant: Her fields grew 
green^ her hills fre^^ her gardens blooming ; but at 
heart she was no better: still her poor were 
wretched^ still their employers ware harassed : qobot 
merce, in some of its branches^ seemed threatened 
with paralysis, for the war continued; England's 
blood was shed and her weahh layished: aQ^ it 
seemed, to attain most inadequate ends. Some 
tidings there were indeed occasionally <^ successes 
in the Peninsula, but these came in slowly: long 
intervals occurred between, in which no note was 
heard but tiie insolent self-felicitations of Bonaparte 
on his continued triumphs. Those who suffered 
from the results of the war felt this tedious, and — 
as they thought — hopdtess, struggle against what 
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their fears or their interests taught them to regard 
as an invincible power^ most insufferable: they 
demanded peace on any terms : men like Yorke and 
Moore — and there were thousands whom the war 
pkced where it placed them^ shuddering on the 
Terge of bankruptcy — insisted on peace with the 
energy of desperation. 

They held meetings; they made speeches; they 
got up petitions to extort this boon : on what term^ 
it was made^ they cared not. 

All men^ taken singly^ are more or less selfish ; and 
taken in bodies they are intensely so. The British 
merchant is no exception to this rule : the mercan- 
tile classes illustrate it strikingly* These classes 
certainly think too exclusively of making money: 
they are too oblivious of every national considera- 
tion but that of extending England's (i. e. their own) 
commerce. Chivalrous feelings disinterestedness, 
pride in honour, is too dead in their hearts. A land 
ruled by them alone would too often make ignomi- 
luous submission — ^not at all from the motives Christ 
teaches, but rather from those Mammon instils* 
During the late war, the tradesmen of England 
would have endured buffets frqm the French on the 
right cheek and on the left ; their cloak they would 
have given to Napoleon, and then have politely 
offered him their coat also^ nor would they have 
withheld their waistcoat if urged: they would have 
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prayed permission only to retain their one other 
garment^ for the sake of the purse in its pocket.^ 
Not one spark of spirit^ not one symptom of resis- 
tance would they have shown till the hand of the 
Corsican bandit had grasped that beloved purse; 
iheuy perhaps^ transfigured at once into British bull- 
dogs, they would have sprung at the robber's throat, 
and there they would have fastened, and there hung 
— ^inveterate, insatiable, till the treasure had been 
restored. Tradesmen, when they speak against war, 
always profess to hate it because it is a bloody and 
barbarous proceeding: you would think, to hear 
them talk, that they are peculiarly civilized — 
especially gentle and kindly of disposition to their 
fellow-men. This is not the case. Many of them 
are extremely narrow and cold-hearted, have no 
good feeling for any class but their own, are distant 
— even hostile to all others ; call them useless ; seem 
to question their right to exist ; seem to grudge them 
the very air they breathe, and to think the circum- 
stance of their eating, drinking, and living in decent 
houses, quite unjustifiable. They do not know what 
others do in the way of helping, pleasing, or teach- 
ing their race ; they will not trouble themselves to 
inquire : whoever is not in trade is accused of eating 
the bread of idleness, of passing a useless existence*. 
Long may it be ere England really becomes a nation 

of shopkeepers I 

B 2 



244 fiHIBLET. 

We have already said that Moore was no sdf- 
flMrificing patriot, and we haye also explained wliat 
cnrcmnjataiicee rendered Imn epeeiaify prcme to coif- 
fine Ins attention and effi>rts to the fiirtheranee of 
his individual interest; aocordii^Iy, when he f(^ 
hunflelf urged a second time to the brink of niin, 
none struggled harder than he agakusl the iiifinences 
which wocdd have thmst him OT»r. What he eonii 
do towards stinix^ agltatk>n in the north agunst the 
war, he did, and he instigated others whose money 
and caanectiOBB gare them more power than he pos- 
sessed. ScHnetunesy by flashes, he felt there was 
£ttle reason in the demands his party made on 
Govemm^it: when he heard of all Europe threatened 
by Bonaparte, and of aU Europe arming to resist 
him; when he saw Bnssia menaced, and beheld 
Busaia rising, ineensed and stem, to def<^tid her 
frozen 8(»1, her wild provinces of 8er&, her dark 
native despotism, from the tread, the yc^e, the 
tyr a nny of a foreign victor, he knew that England, 
a free realm, conid not then depute her sons to make 
concessions and propose terms to the nnjnst, grasping 
French leader. When news came from time to time 
(rf the movementa of that man then representiiig 
England in the Peninsula ; of his advance from, suc- 
cess to success — ^that advance so deliberate but so 
unswerving, so circumspect but so certain, so ^^ un- 
hasting" but so " unresting ; " when he read Lord 
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Wellington's own deepatdies m tbe oolnmsfl of the 
newi^apers, docnm^its written by Modesty to llio 
dictation of Truth — ^Moore confessed at heart that a 
pow«: was with the troops of Britain, of that "vigi- 
lant, enduring, genmne, unostentatious sort, which 
Bxast win Tictory to the side it led, in the «nd. In 
the end I but Aat end, he thought, was yet &r off; 
and meantime he, Moore, as an indiYidoal, would be 
crufbed, his hopes ground to dust: it was bimffftlf he 
had to care for, his hopes he had to pursue, and lie 
wonM fulfil his destiny. 

He fiilfilled it so Tigorously that ere kmg he caiae 
to a decasiYe rupture ynAi his old Tory friend, the 
£ector. They quarrelled at a public meeting, and 
afterwards exchanged some pungent letters in the 
newspapers. Mr. Helstoaie^ denounced Moore as a 
Jaco1»n, ceased to see him, would not even ^ak to 
him when they met: he intimated also to his niece, 
very distinctly, that her oonmranications with Hol- 
low's cottage must for the present cease ; she nmert 
giye up taking French lessons. The langi^e, he 
obseryed, was a bad and fiirolous one at the best, 
-and most of the works it boasted were bad and 
£riYolaus, highly injurious in their tendency to weak 
female minds. He wondered (he remarked paren- 
thetically) what noodle first made it the fusfcion to 
teadi women Frendi: notfan^ was more improper 
£<yr ibem; it was like feeding a rickety child on 
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chalk and water-gruel: Caroline must give it up, 
and give up her cousins too: they were dangerous 
people. . 

Mr. Helstone quite expected opposition to this 
order: he expected tears. Seldom did he trouble 
himself about Caroline's movements, but a vague 
idea possessed him that she was fond of going to 
Hollow's cottage : also he suspected that she liked 
Bobert Moore's occasional presence at the Rectory. 
The Cossack had perceived that whereas if Malone 
stepped in of an evening to. make himself sociable 
and charming, by pinching the ears of an aged black 
cat, which usually shared with Miss Helstone's feet 
the accommodation of her footstool, or by borrowing 
a fowlingpiece, and banging away at a tool -shed 
door in the garden while enough of daylight re- 
mained to show that conspicuous mark — keeping 
the passage and sitting-room doors meantime uncom- 
fortably open, for the convenience of running in and 
out to announce his failures and successes with noisy 
brusquerie — ^he had observed that under such enter- 
taining circumstances, Caroline had a trick of disap- 
pearing, tripping noiselessly up-stairs, and remaining 
invisible till called down to supper. On the other 
hand, when Robert Moore was the guest, though he 
elicited no vivacities from the cat, did nothing to it, 
indeed, beyond occasionally coaxing it from the stool 
to his knee, and there letting it purr, cUmb to his 
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shoulder and rub its head against his cheek ; though 
there was no ear-splitting cracking off of firearms, 
no diffiision of sulphurous gunpowder perfume^ no 
noise^ no boasting during his stay^ that stiU Caroline 
sat in the room^ and seemed to find wondrous con- 
tent in the stitching of Jew-basket pincushions, and 
the knitting of Missionary-basket socks. 

She was very quiet, and Bobert paid her little 
attention, scarcely ever addressing his discourse to 
her ; but Mr. Helstone, not being one of those elderly 
gentlemen who are easily blinded, on the contrary, 
finding himself on all occasions extremely wide- 
awake, had watched them when they bade each other 
good-night : he had just seen their eyes meet once—-' 
only once. Some natures would have taken pleasure 
in the glance then surprised, because there was no 
harm and some delight in it. It was by no means 
.a glance of mutual intelligence, for mutual love- 
secrets existed not between them : there was nothing 
then of craft and concealment to offend ; only Mr» 
Moore's eyes, looking into Caroline's, felt they were 
dear and gentle, and Caroline's eyes, encoimtering 
Mr. Moore's, confessed they were manly and search* 
ing: each acknowledged the charm in his or her 
own way. Moore smiled slightly, and Caroline 
coloured as slightly. Mr. Helstone could, on the 
spot, have rated them both: they annoyed him; 
why? — ^impossible to say, J£ you had asked him 
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what MooTO merited at that momenty he would 
liaye 8ud '' a honsewfaip ;" if you had inquired into 
Caroline's deserts, he woold have adjudged her a 
box OQ the ear ; if you had further demanded Ihe 
reason of such chastisements, he would have stormed 
against flirtation and love-makings and TOwed he 
would have no such folly gois^ on under his roofl 

These private oondiderations, oomlmied with poli- 
tical reasons, fixed his resolution oi separatii^ the 
cousins. He announced his will to Cardine one 
evening, as she was sittang at work near the drawii^ 
room window: her face was turned towards lum» 
and the light fdl full upon it. It had struck him 
a few minutes before that she was looking paler 
and quieter than she used to look ; it had not escaped 
him either that Kobert MocHie's name had nevery 
for some three weeks past, drc^ped firom her lips ; 
aor during the same space of time had that per- 
BODi^e made his appearance at the Rectory. Some 
mispkion of clandestine meetings haunted his miiKl; 
having but an indifferent opinion of women, he 
always suspected them: he thought they needed 
constant watching. It was in a tone drily signir 
&ant he desired her to cease her daily visits to 
the Hollow ; he expected a start, a look of depre- 
cation: the start he saw^ but it was a very eli^hi 
one; no look whatever was directed to him. 

^ Do you hear me ?" he asked. 
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•* Yes, oncie.'' 

*^Of CGFOTBe, y<OT mean to uttend to wliat I say.** 

'* Yes, certainly," 

^ -And there must be no letter-scribblang to your 
ooasm Hoitense: no interoourse wiiateTer. I do not 
approTe of tiie prindples of the family; they are 
JacobinicaL" 

**Very weU," said C5aax)line quiedy. ^e ao- 
quiesced* then : there yn» no vexed flushing of the 
£eu», no gathering tears: die shadowy thou^tfol- 
ness which had cov^^ed ber features «Te Mr, 'ELAr 
stone qwke remained undisturbed: she was obe- 
dient. 

Yes, perfectly; because the mandate coindkled 
with her own previous judgment; because it was 
now beooDie pain to her to go to Hollow's cottage; 
notking met her there but disappointment: hope 
and love had qidtted that litde tenement, i&t Robert 
seemed to have deserted its precincts. When- 
ever she a^ed after him — which she very seldom 
^lid, since the mere utterance of his naec^ made her 
face grow hot — die answer was, he was from home^ 
or he was quite taken up with boedness : Hort^oise 
feared he was kiBing himsdlf by application: he 
ficaroely ever took a meid in Ihe house; he lived in 
the counting-house. 

At diurdi <nily Cardine had the chance of seeing 
hxm, and there she rarely looked at faim: it was boptk 
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too much pain and too much pleasure to look: it 
excited too much emotion ; and that it was all wasted 
emotion, she had learned well to comprehend. 

Once, on a dark, wet Sunday, when there were 
few people at church, and when especially certain 
ladies were absent, of whose observant faculties 
and tomahawk tongues Caroline stood in awe, she 
had allowed her eye to seek Kobert's pew, and to 
rest a while on its occupant. He was there alone : 
Hortense had been kept at home by prudent con- 
siderations relative to the rain and a new spring 
" chapeau." During the sermon, he sat with folded 
arms and eyes cast down, looking very sad and 
abstracted When depressed, the very hue of his 
face seemed more dusk than when he smiled, and 
to-day cheek and forehead wore their most tintless 
and sober olive. By instinct Caroline knew, as she 
examined that clouded countenance, that his thoughts 
were running in no familiar or kindly channel; that 
they were far away, not merely from her, but from 
all which she could comprehend, or in which she 
could sympathize. Nothing that they had ever 
talked of together was now iq his mind: he was 
wrapt from her by interests and responsibilities in 
which it was deemed such as she could have no 
part. 

Caroline meditated iq her own way on the subject ; 
speculated on his feelings, on his life, on his fears, on 
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liis fate ; mused over the mystery of" business," tried 
to comprehend more about it than had ever been 
told her — ^to understand its perplexities, liabilities, 
duties, exactions ; endeavoured to realize the state of 
mind of a *' man of business," to enter into it, feel 
■what he would feel, aspire to what he would aspire. 
Her earnest wish was to see things as they were, and 
not to be romantic. By dint of eflfort she contrived to 
get a glimpse of the light of truth here and there, 
and hoped that scant ray might suffice to guide her. 

" Different, indeed," she concluded, " is Robert's 
mental condition to mine ; I think only of him ; he 
has no room, no leisure to think of me. The feeling 
called love is and has been for two years the predo- 
minant emotion of my heart ; always there, always 
awake, always astir: quite other feelings absorb his 
reflections, and govern his faculties. He is rising 
now, going to leave the church, for service is oven 
Will he turn his head towards this pew ? — no — ^not 
-once — ^he has not one look for me : that is hard : a 
kind glance would have made me happy till to- 
morrow : I have not got it ; he would not give it ; 
he is gone. Strange that grief should now ahnost 
choke me, because another human being's eye has 
•failed to greet mine," 

That Sunday evening, Mr. Malone coming, as 
usual, to pass it with his Sector, Caroline withdrew 
after tea to her chamber. Fanny, knowing her 
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habits, had lit her a cheei£il litde fire, as die yrca&sr 
was so gnstj and dbilL CloBeted tb»e, aleot and 
Bolitaiy, what could Ae do but tiimk? I%e noise- 
lesdy paoed to and fro the carpeted floor; her head 
drooped, her hands fdded: it was [irksome to sit : 
the current of reflection ran rapi^j throng her 
mind : to-night &be was mutely excited. 

Mute was the room, — mute the honse. The 
double-door of the study muffled the voioeB of the 
genli^nen: the servants were quiet in Ihe kitchen, 
engaged with books their young mistress had lent 
them; books whidi die had tcdd them w^xe ^ fit for 
Sunday reading." And she herself had anoi&er of the 
Bame s(H*t open on the table, but she could not read 
it : its thedbgy was incomprehensible to her, aiMl her 
own mind was too busy, teeming, wandering, to 
listen to the language of anolher mind. 

Hien, too, her imagination was iiill of pictures: 
images of Moore ; scenes where he and she had been 
together; winter fii^e^de sketches; a glowing land- 
scape of a hot summer afbemoon passed with, him in 
the bosom of Nunnely wood; divine vignettes of 
mild spring or mellow autumn moments, when die 
had sat at his side in Hollow's copse, listenii^ to the 
call of the May cuckoo, or sharing the September 
treasure of nuts and ripe Uaekbemes, — a wild 
dessert which it was her morning's pleaoore to collect 
in a little bad^et, and cov^ with green leaves and 
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fresli blossoms^ and her afternoon's delimit to ad- 
Httmster to Moore, berrj hj faeny, «d nut by mit^ 
like a bird feeding its fledjglxBg. 

[Robert's features and form were with her; the 
soand of his iK>iee was quite dastbuet in her ear; his 
few caresses seemed renewed. Bnt these jojs being 
hollow^ were, ere long, crowed mt the pictorea 
faded, the yoice fidled, the Tisionary clasp melted 
efaill firc»n her hand, and where the warm seal of 
lips had made impress on her fordbead, it felt now 
as if a skety raxo-drop had fallen. She returned 
from an encbaoted region to the real world: foe 
Jfmmely wood in June, she saw her narrow cham- 
ber ; for the soo^ of birds in alleys, she heard the 
rain on her casement; for the agh of the south 
wind, came the sob of the mournful east; and for 
Moore's manly companionship, she had the thin 
illusicm of her own dim shadow on the walL Turn- 
ing from the pale phantcon which reflected herself 
in its outline, and her reverie in the drooped atti-* 
tude of its dam head and colourless tresses, she sat 
down — inacti<Bx would suit the frame of mind into 
whi<^ she was now declining — she said to herself: — 

** I hare to live, perhaps, till seventy years. As 
&r as I know, I have good health: half a century 
of existence may lie before me. How am I to 
oocupy it ? What am I to do to fill the interval of 
time which spreads between me and the grave? " 
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She reflected. 

^^ I shall not be married^ it appears,'' she con- 
tinued. '^ I suppose, as Bobert does not care for 
me, I shall never have a husband to love, nor little 
children to take care of. Till lately I had reckoned 
securely on the duties and affections of wife and 
mother to occupy my existence. I conddered, 
somehow, as a matter of course, that I was growing 
up to the ordinary destiny, and never troubled my- 
self to seek any other ; but now, I perceive plainly, 
I may have been mistaken. Probably I shall be an 
old maid. I shall live to see Bobert married to 
some one else, some rich lady : I shall never marry. 
What was I created for, I wonder? Where is my 
place iQ the world ? " 

She mused again. 

*' Ah ! I see," she pursued presently, '* that is 
the question which most old maids are puzzled to 
solve: other people solve it for them by saying, 
* Your place is to do good to others, to be helpful 
whenever help is wanted.' That is right in some 
measure, and a very convenient doctrine for the 
people who hold it; but, I perceive, that certmn 
sets of human beings are very apt to maintain that 
other sets should give up their lives to them and 
their service, and then they requite them by praise : 
they call them devoted and virtuous. Is this 
enough ? Is it to live ? Is there not a terrible 
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hollowiiess^ mockery, want, Craving, in that existence 
which is given away to others, for want of some- 
thing of your own to bestow it on? I suspect there 
is« Does virtue lie in abnegation of self? I do not 
believe it. Undue humility makes tyranny ; weak 
concession creates selfishness. The Romish reUgion 
especially teaches renunciation of self, submission to 
others, and nowhere are found so many grasping 
tyrants as in the ranks of the Romish priesthood. 
!Each human being has his share of rights. I sus- 
pect it would conduce to the happiness and welfare 
of all, if each knew his allotment, and held to it 
as tenaciously as the martyr to his creed. Queer 
thoughts these, that surge in my mind: are they 
right thoughts ? I am not certain. 

" Well, life is short at the best : seventy years, they 
say, pass like a vapour, like a dream when one awak- 
eth ; and every path trod by human feet terminates in 
one bourne — the grave : the little chink in the sur- 
face of tHs great globe-the farrow where the 
mighty husbandman with the scythe deposits the seed 
he has shaken from the ripe stem ; and there it falls, 
decays, and thence it springs again, when the world 
has rolled round a few times more. So much for the 
body : the soul meantime wings its long flight up- 
ward, folds its wings on the brink of the sea of fire 
and glass, and gazing down through the burning 
clearness, finds there mirrored the vision of the Chris- 
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tian's triple (rodhead: lihe Sovereigii 'Fa&er; ih% 
Mediating Son ; tke Creator Sfxirit. Sadi worda^ at 
least, haye been choaen to ezpreaa irhat la ineaqn-efr- 
fiiUe: to describe wbat bafflea d c a qip ti on. The 
aoul's real hereafter, who shall gueaa?'' 

Her fire was decayed to its last cinder; Malone 
had departed; and nov the study-bdl rang toe 
prayers. 

The next day Caroline had to spend altogether 
alone, her unde being gone to dine with his Mend 
Dr. Bonltby, iricar of Whinbnry. The whole tbne 
she was talking inwardly in the same stiaini looking 
forwards, asldng what she was to do with life. Fanny, 
as she passed in and out of the room oocarionally, 
intent on housemaid errands, perceived that her young 
mistress sat very stilL She was always in the same 
place, always bent industrioudy over a piece cf work : 
she did not lift her head to speak to Fanny, as her 
custom was,' and when the latter remarked that the 
day was fine, and she ought to take a walk^ she wAj 
said—" It is cold." 

'* You are very dUigent at that sewings Misa Caro- 
line," continued the girl, approadiiag her little tabk. 
I am tired of it, Fanny." 

Then why do you go (m with it ? Put it down : 
read, or do something to amuse you." 

**It is solitary in this house, Fanny: don't you 

think so?" 
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*' I don't find it so. Miss. Me and Eliza are com» 
pany for One another ; but you are quite too still — 
you should visit more. Now, be persuaded ; go up 
stairs and dress yourself smart, and go and take tea, 
in a friendly way, with Miss Mann or Miss Ainley : 
J am certain either of those ladies would be delighted 
to see you." 

^^ But their houses are dismal : they are both old 
3naids. I am certain old maids are a very unhappy 
race." 

*^ Not they. Miss : they can't be unhappy ; they 
take such care of themselves. They are all 
selfish." 

" Miss Ainley is not selfish, Fanny : she is always 
doing good. How devotedly kind she was to her 
stepmother, as long as the old lady lived ; and now 
when she is quite alone in the world, without brother 
or sister, or any one to care for her, how charitable 
she is to the poor, as far as her means permit. Still 
nobody thinks much of her, or has pleasure in going 
to see her: and how gentlemen always sneer at 
herl" 

'* They should n't. Miss ; I believe she is a good 
woman : but gentlemen think only of ladies' 
looks." 

" I '11 go and see her," exclaimed Caroline, start- 
ing up: *^and if she asks me to stay to tea, I'll 

VOL. I. S 
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bUj. How wrong it is to neglect people because 
they are not pretty, and yonng, and merry ! And I 
will certainly call to see Miss Mann, too: ebe may 
»ot be amiable; but what has made Her nnamiable? 
What has life been to her?" 

Fanny hdped IMBss Helstone to {mt away her 
work, and afterwards assisted her to dress. 

'^ Ycu 11 not be an (dd maid, lifisB Caroline,* she 
said, as die tied the sash of her brown-silk froA, 
haying previously smoothed her soft, fiill, and 
shining cnrk; ^' there are no mgns of an old maid 
about you." 

Caroline looked at the little mirror before her, 
and she thought there were some signs. Sie could 
see that she was altered within the last manlii; 
that the hues of her complexion were pal^, her eyes 
choired — a wan ^ade seined to circle them, her 
oountenance was dejected : she was not, in short, so 
pretty or so firesh as she used to be. She distantly 
hinted this to Fanny, from whom Ae got no direct 
answer, only a remark that people did vary in th^ 
looks ; but that at her age a little falling away sig- 
nified nothing, — she would soon come round again, 
and be plumper and rosier than ever. Having given 
this assurance, Fanny showed singular zeal in wrap- 
ping her up in wazm shawls and handkerchiefs, tiU 
Caroline, nearly smothe*ed with the weight, was 
fain to resist further additions. 
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She paid her -visits : first to Miss Msam, for this 
was the most difficult point: Miss Mann was oex^ 
tainly not quite a loveable person. Till now, Caro- 
line had always unhedtatingly declared she disliked 
her, and more than once she had joined her cousin 
Bobert in laughing at some of her peculiarities. 
Moore was not habitually given to sarcasm, espedally 
on anything humbler or weaker than himself; but 
he had once or twice happened to be in ihe room 
when Miss Mann had made a call on his sister, and 
after listening to her conversation and viewing her 
features for a time, he had gone out into the gardeii 
where his little cousin was tending some of hid 
favourite flowers, and while standing near and 
watching her, he had amused himself with comparing 
fair youth — delicate and attractive — with shrivelled 
eld, livid and loveless, and in jestingly repeating to 
a oniling ^1 the vinegar discourse of a cankered dd 
maid. Once on such an occasion, Caroline had said 
to him, looking up from the luxuriant creeper she 
was binding to its firame, — 

** Ah ! Bobert, you do not like old maids. I, too, 
should come under the laA of your sarcasm, if I 
were an old maid.'' 

** You an old nudd ! " he had replied. ** A piquant 

notion suggested by lips of that tint and form. I 

can fancy you, though, at forty, quietly dressed, 

pale and sunk, but still with that straight nose, 

S 2 
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white forehead^ and those soft eyes. I suppose, too, 
you will keep your voice, which has another ^^ tim* 
bre" than that hard, deep organ of Miss Mann's. 
Courage, Gary! — even at fifty you will not be 
repulsive.'* 

'^Miss Mann did not make herself, or tune her 
voice, Robert'* * 

'^Nature made her in the mood in which she 
makes her briars and thorns; whereas for the 
creation of some women, she reserves the May 
morning hours when with light and dew she wooes 
the primrose from the turf, and the lily from the 
wood-moss." 



Ushered into Miss Mann's little parlour, Caroline 
found her as she always found her, surrounded by 
perfect neatness, cleanliness, and comfort ; (after all, 
is it not a virtue in old maids that solitude rarely 
makes them negligent or disorderly?) no dust on her 
polished furniture, none on her carpet, fresh flowers 
in the vase on her table, a bright fire in the grate. 
She herself sat primly and somewhat grimly-tidy in 
a cushioned rocking-chair, her hands busied with 
some knitting: this was her favourite work, as it 
required the least exertion. She scarcely rose aa 
Caroline entered; to avoid excitement was one of 
Miss Mann's aims in life : she had been composing^ 
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herself ever since she came down in the mornings 
and had just attained a certain lethargic state of tran- 
quillity when the visitor's knock at the door startled 
her, and undid her day's work. She was scarcely 
pleased, therefore, to see Miss Helstone: she re- 
ceived her with reserve, bade her be seated, with 
austerity, and when she had got her placed opposite^ 
she fixed her with her eye. 

This was no ordinary doom — to be fixed with 
Miss Mann's eye. Robert Moore had undergone 
it once, and had never forgotten the circumstance* 

He considered it quite equal to anything Medusa 
could do : he professed to doubt whether, since that 
infliction, his flesh had been quite what it was before, 
— ^whether there was not something stony in its 
texture. • The gaze had had such an effect on him aa 
to drive hun promptly from the apartment and 
house ; it had even sent him straightway up to the 
Rectory, where he had appeared in Caroline's pre- 
sence with a very queer face, and amazed her by 
demanding a cousinly salute on the spot, to rectify 
a damage that had been done him. 

Certainly Miss Mann had a formidable eye for 
one of the softer sex : it was prominent, and showed 
a great deal of the white, and looked as steadily, as, 
unwinkingly, at you as if it were a steel ball soldered 
in her head ; and when, while looking, she began to 
talk in an indescribably dry monotonous tone — a. 
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tone without vibration or inflection — ^you felt as if a 
graven image of some bad spirit were addressing 
you. But it was all a figment of fiuicy^ a matter €ji 
snz&ce. Miss Mann's goblin-grimness scarcely went 
deeper than the angel-sweetness g£ hundreds of 
beauties, ^e was a perfectly honest, conscientious 
woman, who had performed duties in her Say firom 
whose severe anguish many a human Peri, gazelle- 
eyed, silken-tressed, and silver-tongued, would have 
shrunk appalled : she had passed alone through pro- 
tracted scenes of suffering, exercised ri^d self-denial, 
made large sacrifices of time, money, health for those 
who had repaid her only by ingratitude, and now 
her main — ^ahnost her sole — ^fault was, that she was 
censorious. 

Censorious she certainly was. Caroline, had not 
sat five minutes, ere her hostess, still keeping her 
under the spell of that dread and Gorgon gaze^ 
began flaying alive certain of the fitmilies in the 
neighbourhood. She went to work at this business 
in a angularly oool^ deliberate manner, like some 
surgeon practising with his scalpel on a lifeless sub- 
ject : she made few distinctions ; she allowed scarcely 
any one to be good ; she dissected impartially almost 
all her acquaintance. If her auditress ventured now 
and then to put in a palliative word, she set it aside 
with a certain disdain. Still, though thus pitiless in 
moral anatomy, she was no scandal-monger: she 
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tever diss^ninated reaUj maBgnant or daogeroiis 
reports : it was not her heart so much as her tanper 
that was wrong. 

Caroline made this discovery for the first time to-' 
day; and^ moved thereby to regret divers unjust 
judgments she had more than once passed on the 
crabbed t)ld maid, she began to talk to her softly, not 
in sympathizing words^ but with a sympathizing 
voice. The loneliness of her condition struck her 

visitor in a new %ht; as did also the character of her 

* 

ugliness : a bloodless paUor of complexion^ and deeply 
worn lines of feature. The girl pitied the solitary 
and afflicted woman ; her looks told what she felt : a 
sweet countenance is never so sweet as when the 
moved heart animates it with compassionate tender^ 
ness. Miss Mann^ seeing such a countenance nused 
to her^ was toudbed in her turn : she acknowledged 
her sense of the interest thus unexpectedly shown izi 
her, who usually met with only coldness and ridiculoy 
by replyii^ to her candidly. Communicative on h^ 
own aflyrs she usually was not, because no one cared 
to listen to her ; but toniay she became so, and her 
confidant shed tears as she heard her speak: for 
she told of cruel, slow-wasting, obstinate sufferings. 
Well might she be corpse-like ; well might she loc^ 
grim, and never smile ; well might she wish to avoid 
excitement^ to gain and retain composure ! Caroline, 
when she knew all, acknowledged that Miss Mann 
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was rather to be admired for fortitude than blamed 
for moroseness. Reader I when you behold an aspect 
for whose constant gloom and frown you cannot 
account^ whose unvarying cloud exasperates you by 
its apparent causelessness, be sure that there is a 
canker somewhere, and a canker not the less deeply 
corroding because concealed. 

Miss Mann felt that she was understood partly, and 
wished to be understood further ; for however old, 
plain, humble, desolate, afflicted we may be, so long 
as our hearts preserve the feeblest spark of life, they 
preserve also, shivering near that pale ember, a 
starved, ghostly longing for appreciation and affection* 
To this extenuated spectre, perhaps, a crumb is not 
thrown once a year ; but when ahungered and athirst 
to famine — ^when all humanity has forgotten the 
dying tenant of a decaying house — ^Divine Mercy 
remembers the mourner, and a shower of manna falls 
for lips that earthly nutriment is to pass no more*. 
Biblical promises, heard first in health, but then un- 
heeded, come whispering to the couch of sickness : it 
is felt that a pitying God watches what all mankind 
have forsaken; the tender compassion of Jesus is 
recalled and relied on: the faded eye, gaziag 
beyond Time, sees a Home, a Friend, a Refuge in 
Eternity. 

Miss Mann, drawn on by the still attention of her 
listener, proceeded to allude to circmnstances in her 
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past life. She spoke like one who tells the truth — > 
simply^ and with a certain reserve; she did not 
boast^ nor did she exaggerate. Caroline found that 
the old maid had been a most devoted daughter and 
sister, an imwearied watcher by lingering deathbeds ; 
that to prolonged and imrelaxing attendance on the 
sick, the malady that now poisoned her own life 
owed its origin ; that to one wretched relative she 
had been a support and succour in the depths of 
self-earned degradation, and that it was still her 
hand which kept him &om utter destitution. Misa 
Helstone stayed the whole evening, omitting to pay 
her other intended visit; and when she left Miss 
Mann, it was with the determination to try in future 
to excuse her faults, never again to make light of her 
peculiarities or to laugh at her plainness ; and, above 
all things, not to neglect her, but to come once 
a- week, and to offer her, from one human heart at 
least, the homage of affection and respect : she felt 
she could now sincerely give her a small tribute of 
each feeling. 

Caroline, on her return, told Fanny she was very 
glad she had gone out, as she felt much better for 
the visit. The next day she &iled not to seek Miss 
Ainley. This lady was in narrower circumstances 
than Miss Mann, and her dwelling was more humble : 
it was, however, if possible, yet more exquisitely 
clean; though the decayed gentlewoman could not 
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affixrd to keep a servmnt, but waited on keraelf^ wd 
luid only the occMJonal aaaietaiice of a little gbi who 
£yed in a cottige near. 

Kot osilj was Miss Ainley poor^, but she was even 
plainer than the other old maid. In her first youth 
she must have been ugly; now^ at the age of fifty, 
she was very ugly> At first sight, all but peculiarly 
well-disciplined minds were apt to turn itom. her with 
annoyance; to conceive against her a prejudice, 
simply on the ground of her unattractiye lock. Then 
Ae was prim in dress and manner : she looked^ spoke, 
and moved the complete old maid. 

Her welcome to Caroline was formal^ even in its 
kindness — ^for it was kind ; but Miss Helstone excused 
tiiis. She knew somethii^ of the benevolence of the 
heart which beat under that starched kerchief; all 
the neighbourhood — at least all the female neigh- 
bourhood — ^knew something of it: no one spoke 
against Miss Ainley except lively young gentle-* 
men, and inconsiderate old ones, who declared bee 
hideous. 

Caroline was soon at home in that tiny paelour; a 
kind hand took from her her shawl and bonnet, and 
installed her in the most comfortable seat near the 
fire. The young and the antiquated w(»nan were pre- 
sently deep in kindly conversation, and soon Caroline 
became aware of the power a most serene, nnt^lfiflH, 
and benignant mind could exerdae over those to 
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whom it was developed. She talked never of herself — 
always of others. Their fimlts she passed over ; hec 
theme was their wants, which she sought to supply ; 
their suSerings, which she longed to alleviate. She 
was religious — a professor of religion — ^what some 
would caQ ^^ a saint," and she referred to reli^on often 
in sanctioned phrase-in phrase which those who pos- 
sess a perception of the ridiculous, without owning 
the power of exactly testing and truly judging cha- 
racter, would certainly have este^ned a proper subject 
for satire : a matter for mimicry and laughter. They 
would have been hugely mistaken for their pains* 
Sincerity is never ludicrous ; it is always respectable* 
Whether truth — be it religious or moral truth — speak 
eloquently and in well-chosen language or not, its. 
voice should be heard with reverence* Let those 
who cannot nicely, and with' certainty, discern the 
difference between the tones of hypocrisy and those 
of sincerity, never presume to laugh at all, lest they 
should have the miserable misfortune to laugh in the 
wrong place, and commit impiety when they think 
they are achieving wit. 

Not jfrom Miss Ainle/s own lips did Caroline hear 
of her good works; but she knew much of them 
nevertheless : her beneficence was the familiar topic 
of the poor in Briarfield. They were not works of 
almsgiving : the old maid was too poor to give much, 
though she straitened herself to privation that she 
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might contribute her mite when needftil : they were' 
the works of a Sister of Charity, far more difficult to 
perform than those of a Lady BoimtifuL She would 
watch by any sickbed: she seemed to fear no 
disease; she would nurse the poorest whom none 
else would nurse : she was serene, humble, kind, and 
equable through everything. 

For this goodness she got but little reward in tins 
life. Many of the poor became so accustomed to her 
services that they hardly thanked her for them : the 
rich heard them mentioned with wonder, but were 
silent, from a sense of shame at the difference 
between her sacrifices and their own. Many ladies, 
however, respected her deeply : they could not help 
it ; one gentleman — one only — gave her his friend- 
ship and perfect confidence ; this was Mr. Hall, the 
vicar of Nunnely. He said, and said truly, that her 
life came nearer the life of Christ, than that of any 
other human being he had ever met with. You 
must not think, reader, that in sketching Miss 
Ainley's character, I depict a figment of imagination 
— no — ^we seek the originals of such portraits in real 
life only. 

Miss Helstone studied well the mind and heart 
now revealed to her. She found no high intellect to 
admire: the old maid was merely sensible; but she 
discovered so much goodness, so much usefulness, so 
much mildness, patience, truth, that she bent her 



OLD MAIDS. 26d 

own mind before Miss Ainley's in reverence. What 
was her love of nature^ what was her sense of 
beauty, what were her more varied and fervent 
emotions, what was her deeper power of thought, 
what her wider capacity to comprehend, compared 
to the practical excellence of this good woman? 
Momently, they seemed only beautiful forms of 
selfish delight; mentally, she trod them under 
foot. 

It is true, she still felt with pain that the life 
which made Miss Ainley happy could not make her 
happy : pure and active as it was, in her heart she 
deemed it deeply dreary because it was so loveless—, 
to her ideas, so forlorn. Yet, doubtless, she re-, 
fleeted, it needed only habit to make it practicable 
and agreeable to any one : it was despicable, she felt,, 
to pine sentimentally, to cherish secret griefs, vain 
memories; to be inert, to waste youth in aching 
languor, to grow old doing nothing. 

^^ I wiU bestir myself," was her resolution, "and 
try to be wise if I cannot be good." 
. She proceeded to make inquiry of Miss Ainley,. 
if she could help her in anything. Miss Ainley, 
glad of an assistant, told her that she could, and 
indicated some poor families in Briarfield that 
it was desirable she should visit ; giving her like- 
wise, at her further request, some work to do 
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for certain pocnr women who had many diildreii^ 
and who were unskilled in using the needle tot 
themselTes. 

Caroline went hcHne^ laid her plans, and took a 
resolve not to swenre from them. She allotted a 
certain portion of her time for her varions studies;, 
and a certain portion for doing anything Miss 
Ainley might direct her to do; the remainder was to 
be spent in exercise : not a moment was to be left 
for the indulgence of such fevered thoughts as had 
poisoned last Sunday evening. 

To do her justice she executed her plans con* 
sdentiously, perseveringly. It was very hard woik 
at first — it was even hard work to the end, but 
it helped her to stem and keep down anguish: 
it forced her to be employed; it forbade her to 
brood; and gleams of satisfaction chequered her 
gray life here and there when she found eihe 
had done good, imparted pleasure, or allayed suf- 
fering. 

Yet I must speak truth; these efforts brought her 
neither health of body nor continued peace of mind: 
with them all, she wasted, grew more joyless and 
more wan ; with them all, her memory kept harping 
on the name of Bobert Moore : an elegy over the 
past still rung constantly in her ear; a funereal 
inward cry haunted and harassed her : the heaviness 
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of a broken spirit^ and of pining and palsying facul- 
tiess^ ettled slow on her buoyant youth. Winter 
seemed conquering her spring : the mind's soU and 
its treasures were freezing gradually to barren stag- 
nation. 
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CHAPTER X. 



riELDHEAD. 



Yet Caroline refused tamely to succumb : she had 
native strength in her girl's heart, and she used it. 
Men and women never struggle so hard as when 
they struggle alone, without witness, counsellor, or 
confidant ; unencouraged, unadvised, and unpitied. 

Miss Helstone was in this position. Her suffer- 
ings were her only spur; and being very real and 
sharp, they roused her spirit keenly. Bent on vic- 
tory over a mortal pain, she did her best to quell it. 
Never had she been seen so busy, so studious, and, 
above all, so active. She took walks in all weathers 
— ^long walks in solitary directions. Day by day she 
came back in the evening, pale and wearied-looking, 
yet seemingly not fatigued ; for still, as soon as she 
had thrown off her bonnet and shawl, she would, 
instead of resting, begin to pace her apartment: 
sometimes she would not sit down till she was 
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literallj fidnt. Ske said she did this to tire herself 
well, that she might sleep soundly at night. But if 
that was her aim it was unattained^ for at night, 
when others slumbered^ she was tossing on her 
pillow^ or sitting at the foot of her couch in the 
darkness^ forgetful apparently of the necessity of seek- 
ing repose. Often, unhappy girl ! she was crying — • 
crying in a sort of intolerable despair ; which, when it 
rushed over her, smote down her strength, and 
reduced her to childlike helplessness. 

When thus prostrate, temptations besieged her: 
weak suggestions whispered in her weary heart to 
write to Sobert, and say that she was unhappy 
because she was forbidden to see him and Hortense, 
and that she feared he would withdraw his Mendship 
(not love) &om her, and forget her entirely, and 
begging him to remember her and, sometimes, to 
write to her. One or two such letters she actually 
indited, but she never sent them: shame and good 
fi^ise forbade* 

At last the life she led reached the point when it 
seemed she could bear it no longer ; that she must 
seek and find a change somehow, or her heart and 
head would hjl under the pressure which strained 
them. She longed to leave Briarfield, to go to some 
very distant place. She longed for something else : 
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the deep5 secret, anxiouB yearning to discover and 
know her mother strengthened daily ; but with the 
desire was coupled a doubt, a dread — if she knew 
ler, could she love her? There was cause for hesi- 
tation, for apprehension on this point : never in heir 
life had she heard that mother praised: whoever 
mentioned her, mentioned her coolly. Her unde 
seemed to regard his sister-in-law with a sort of tacit 
antipathy ; an old servant, who had lived with Mrs* 
James Helstone for a short time after her marriage^ 
whenever she referred to her former mistress, spoke 
with chilling reserve: sometimes she called her 
'^ queer," sometimes she said she did not imderstand 
her. These expressions were ice to the daughter's 
heart ; they suggested the conclusion that it was per^ 
haps better never to know her parent, than to know 
her and not like her. 

But one project could she frame whose execution 
seemed likely to bring her a hope of relief; it was to 
take a situation, to be a governess — she could do 
nothing else. A little incident brought her to the 
point, when she foimd courage to break her design 
to her imcle. 

Her long and late walks lay always, as has been 
said, on lonely roads ; but in whatever direction she 
had rambled, whether along the drear skirts of 
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Stilbro' Moor, or over the sunny stretch of Ifunnely 
Common, her homeward path was still so contrived 
ad to lead her near the Hollow. She rarely descended 
the den, but she visited its brink at twilight almost 
as regularly as the stars rose over the hiU-crests. 
Her resting-place was at a certain stile under a cer- 
tain old thorn : thence she could look down on the 
cottage, the mill, the dewy garden-ground, the stilly 
deep dam ; thence was visible the well-known count- 
ing-house window, from whose panes at a fixed hour 
shot, suddenly bright, the ray of the well-knowil 
lamp. Her errand was to watch for this ray: her 
reward to catch it, sometimes sparkling bright in 
clear- air, sometimes shimmering dim through mist, 
and anon flashing broken between slant lines of rain 
— ^for she came in all weathers* 

There were nights when it failed to appear: she 
knew then that Robert was from home, and went 
away doubly sad ; whereas its kindling rendered her 
elate, as though she saw in it the promise of some 
indefinite hope. If, while she gazed, a shadow bent 
between the light and lattice, her heart leaped — ^that 
eclipse was Bobert : she had seen him. She would 
return home comforted, carrying in her mind a 
clearer vision of his aspect, a distincter recollection 
of his voice, his smile, his bearing ; and, blent with 
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these impressioiiSy was often a sweet persuasion that, 
if she could get near him^ his heart might welcome 
her presence yet : that at this moment he might be 
willing to extend his hand and draw her to him^ and 
shelter her at his side as he used to da lliat night, 
though she might weep as usual, she would fancy 
her tears less scalding; the pillow they watered 
seemed a little softer; the tem{des pressed to that 
pillow ached less. 

Hie shortest path from the Hollow to the Sectory 
wound near a certain mansion, the same imder whose 
lone walls Malone passed on that night-journey men- 
tioned in an early chapter of Ihis work — the old and 
tenantless dwelling yclept Fieldhead. T^iantless by 
the proprietor it had been for ten years, but it was 
no ruin : Mr. Yorke had seen it kept in good repair, 
and an old gardener and his wife had lived in it, 
cultivated the grounds, and maintained the house in 
habitable condition. 

If Fieldhead had few other merits as a buildiDg, 
it might at least be termed picturesque: its irre- 
gular architecture, and the gray and mossy colouring 
communicated by time, gave it a just claim to this 
epithet. The old latticed windows, the stone porch, 
the walls, the roof, the chinmey-stacks, were rich in 
crayon touches and sepia lights and shadea The 
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trees behind wete fine^ bold^ and spreading; the 
cedar on the lawn in front was grand^ and the 
granite nms on the garden wall, the fretted arch d£ 
the gateway^ were, for an artist, as the very desire 
of the eye. 

One mild May evening, Caroline passing near 
about moon-rise, and feeling, 1h.ongh weary, un- 
willing yet to go home, where there was only the 
bed of thorns and the night of grief to anticipate^ 
sat down on the mossy ground near the gate, and 
gazed through towards cedar and mansion. It was 
a still night — calm, dewy, cloudless : the gables, 
turned to the west, reflected the clear amber of the 
horizon they &ced; the oaks behind were black; 
the cedar was blacker ; under its dense, raven 
.bou^is a glimpse of sky opened gravely blue : it 
was fcdl of the moon, which looked solenmly and 
mildly down on Caroline from beneath that sombre 
canopy* 

She felt this night and prospect moumfiiDy lovely. 
She wished die could be happy : she wished she 
could know inward peace : she wondered Providence 
had no pity on her, and would not help or console 
Her. Recollections of happy trystes of lovers, com- 
memorated in old ballads, returned on her mind : dhe 
thought sucb tryste in such scene would be blis^^- 
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Where now was Bobert? she asked: not at the 
Hollow : she had watched for his lamp long^ and had 
not seen it She questioned within herself whether 
she and Moore were ever destined to meet and speak 
again« Suddenly the door within the stone porch of 
the Hall opened^ and two men came out; one elderly 
and white-headed^ the other youngs dark-haired^ and 
tall. They passed across the lawn, out through a 
portal in the garden wall ; Caroline saw them cross 
the road^ pass the stile, descend the fields ; she saw 
them disappear. Bobert Moore had passed before 
her with his friend Mr. Yorke : neither had seen 
her. 

The apparition had been transient — scarce seen 
ere gone; but its electric passage left her veins 
kindled, her soul insurgent. It found her despairing; 
it left her desperate — ^two different states. 

^^ Oh ! had he but been alone I Had he but seen 
me I" was her cry, " he would have said something : 
he would have given me his hand. He does, he must 
love me a little : he would have shown some token 
of affection : in his eye, on his lips, I should have 
read comfort : but the chance is lost. The wind — 
the cloud's shadow does not pass more silently, more 
emptily than he. I have been mocked, and Heaven 
•.is cruel 1" 
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Thus, in the utter sicknesg of longing ^nd disap^ 
pointment, she went home. 

The next morning at breakfast, where she ap- 
peared, white-cheeked and miserable-looking as one 
who had seen a ghost, she inquired of Mr. Hel- 
fitone, — 

** Have you any objection, uncle, to my inquiring 
for a situation in a family ?" 

Her uncle, ignorant as the table gupportmg his 
coffee-cup of all his niece had imdergone and was 
undergoing, scarcely believed his ears. 

"What whim now?'Vhe asked. "Are you be- 
witched ? What can you mean ?" 

^^ I am not well, and need a change," shQ 
said. 

He examined her. He discovered she had 
experienced a change, at any rate. Without his 
being aware of it, the rose had dwindled and 
faded to a mere snowdrop : bloom had vanished^ 
flesh wasted; she sat before him drooping, colour- 
less, and thin. But for the soft expression of her 
brown eyes, the delicate lines of her features, and 
the flowing abundance of her hair, she would no 
longer have possessed a claim to the epithets- 
pretty. 

** What on earth is the matter with you ? " 
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he aeked. ''What is wrong? How are you 
ailing?" 

No answer^ only the brown eyes fiUed^ the fisuntly- 
finted lips trembled. 

^ Look oat for a situation, indeed ! For what 
dtuation are you fit ? What have you been doing 
with yourself ? You are not welL" 

'' I should be well if I went fix)m home." 

^' These women are incomprehensible. They have 
the strangest knack of startling you with un]dea6aat 
suiprises. To^y you see them bouncing, buxom, 
red as cherries, and round as apides ; to-morrow they 
exhibit themselves effete as dead weeds, blanched 
and broken down. And the reason of it all? 
that's the puzzle. She has her meals, her liberty, 
a good house to Uve in, and good clothes to wear 
as usual : a while since that suf&ced to keep her 
handsome and cheery, and there she sits now a poor 
£ttle pale, puling, chit enou^. Provoking I Then 
txmies the question, what is to be done ? I suppose 
I must send for advice. Will you have a doctor, 
child?" 

'^ No, unde ; I don't want one : a doctor could do 
me no good. I merely want change of air and 
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^ Well, if that be the caprice it shall be gratified. 
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Yoa shall go to a vratermg-place : I don't mind the 
expense : Fanny shall accompany you.'' 

*^ But, imde^ some day I must do something for 
myself: I have no fortune. I had better begin 
now." 

"While I live, you AsJl not turn out as a 
governess, Caroline. I will not have it said that 
my niece is a governess." 

*' But the later in life one makes a change of that 
sort, uncle, the more difficult and painful it is. I 
should wish to get accustomed to the yoke before 
any habits of ease and independence are foimed." 

*^ I b^ you will not harass me, Caroline. I mean 
to provide for you. I have always meant to provide 
for you : I will purchase an annuity. Bless me ! I 
am but fifty-five; my health and constitution are 
excellent : there is plenty of time to save and take 
measures. Don't make yourself anxious respecting 
the fixture : is that what frets you?'* 

** No, imcle ; but I long for a change." 

He laughed. "There speaks the woman!" cried 
he, " the very woman ! A change ! a change 1 Al- 
ways fentastical and wMmsicall Well, it's in her 
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" But it is not fantasy and whim, uncle." 
"What is it then?" 
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^^ Nec^ssity^ I think* I feel weaker than formerly, 
I believe I should have more to do." 

*^ Admirable ! She feels weak, and tlierefore she 
ahould be set to hard labour — *clair comme le jour' 
— as Moore — confoujid Moore 1 You shall go to 
Cliff-bridge ; and there *are two guineas to buy a 
new frocL Come, Gary, never fear; well find 
balm in Gilead" 

** Uncle, I wish you were less generous, and 



more " 



"More what?" 

Sympathizing was the word on Caroline's lips, but 
it was not uttered: she checked herself in time : her 
uncle would indeed have laughed if that namby- 
pamby word had escaped her. Finding her silent, 
he said, — 

" The fact is, you don't know precisely what you 
want," 

** Only to be a governess," 

** Pooh I mere nonsense I I '11 not hear of gover- 
nessing. Don't mention it again. It is rather too 
feminine a fancy. I have finished breakfast, ring 
the bell : put all crotchets out of your head and run 
away and amuse yourself," 

"What with? My doll?" asked Caroline to 
herself as she quitted the roomo 
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A week or two passed; her bodily and mental 
health neither grew worse nor better* She was 
now precisely in that state, when, if her constitution 
had contained the seeds of consumption, decline or 
dow fever, those diseases would have been rapidly 
developed, and would soon have carried her quietly 
jfrom the world. People never die of love or grief 
alone ; though some die of inherent maladies, which 
the tortures of those passions prematurely force into 
destructive action. The sound by nature imdergo 
these tortures, and are racked, shaken, shattered: 
their beauty and bloom perish, but life remains un- 
touched. They are brought to a certain point of 
dilapidation; they are reduced to pallor, debility, 
and emaciation. People think, as they see them 
gliding languidly about, that they will soon with- 
draw to sickbeds, perish there, and cease from 
among the healthy and happy. This does not 
.happen : they live on ; and though they cannot re- 
gain youth and gaiety, they may regain strength and 
serenity. The blossom which the March wind nip^^ 
but fails to sweep away, may survive to hang a 
withered apple on the tree late into autumn : having 
braved the last frosts of spring, it may also brave the 
&st of winter. 

Every one noticed the change in Miss Helstone's 
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appearance, and most people said she was gcang to 
die. She neyer thought so heraelf : she &it in no 
dying case; she had neither pain nor sidmess. Her 
appetite was diminished; she knew the reason: it 
was because she wept so mndi at ni^t. Her 
strength was lessened; she could account for it: 
sleep was C07 and hard to be won; dreams were 
distressing and balefuL In the far future she sdU 
seemed to anticipate a time when this passage of 
misery should be got oyer, and when she should 
once more be calm, thou^ perhaps neyer again 
happy. 

Meanwhile her uncle urged her to yisit ; to comply 
with the frequent inyitations of their acquaintance: 
this she eyaded doing ; she could not be dieerful in 
ccmpany : she felt she was obseryed there with 
more curiosity than eympathy. Old ladies were 
always offering her their adyice, recommending this 
or that nostrum; young ladies looked at her in a 
way she understood^ and from which she shrank. 
.Their eyes said ihey knew she had been ^^ dis- 
appointed," as custom phrases it: by whcxn, they 
were not certain. 

Commonplace young ladies can be quite as hard 
as commonplace yoimg gentlemen,-— quite as worldly 
and selfish. Those who suffer should always ayoid 
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them ; grief and calaimty they despise : they seem to 
r^ard them as the judgments of God on the lowly* 
With them to ^^love" is merely to contrive a scheme 
for achieying a good match: to be ^'dis^pointed'' 
is to have their scheme seen through and firustrated* 
They think the feelings and projects of others on the 
subject of love, similar to their own, and judge them 
accordingly. 

All this Caroline knew, partly by instinct, partly 
by observation: she regulated her conduct by her 
knowledge, keepmg her pale face and wasted figure 
as much out of sight as she coukL Living thus 
in complete seclusion, she ceased to receive intel- 
ligence of the little transactions of the neighbour- 
hood. 

One momii^ her uncle came into the parlour, 
where she sat endeavouring to find some pleasure in 
painting a little group of wild flowers, gathered under 
a hedge at the top of the Hollow fields, and said to 
her in his abrupt manner : — 

**Come, child, you are always stooping over 
palette, or book, or sampler : leave that tinting work, 
By-the-by, do you put your pencil to yoiir lips when 
you paint?" 

" Sometimes, unde, when I forget " 

'^Then it is that which is poisoning you. The 
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paints are deleterious^ cUld : there is wliite lead, 
and red lead^ and verdigris^ and gamlx^e, and 
twenty other poisons in those coloui^ cakes* Lock 
them npl lock them up! Get your bonnet on: I 
want you to make a call with me." 

«*Withyoi£, unde?" 

This question was asked in a tone of surprise. 
She was not accustomed to make calls with her 
uncle : she never rode or walked out with him on 
any occasion. 

t ** Quick I quick I I am always busy, you know : 
I have no time to lose." 

She hurriedly gathered up her materials, asking, 
meantime, where they were going. 

« To FieldheaA" 

" Fieldhead ! What, to see old James Booth, the 
gardener? Isheifl?" 

" We are going to see Miss Shirley Keeldar ?" 

" Miss Keeldar ! Is she come to Yorkshire ? Is 
she at Fieldhead?". 

" She is. She has been there a week. I met her 
at a party last night : — ^that party to which you 
would not go. I was pleased with her: I choose 
that you shall make her acquaintance: it will do 
you good." 

" She is now come of age, I suppose ?" 
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" She is come of age^ and will reside for a time 
on her property, I lectured her on the subject : I 
showed her her duty: she is not intractable: she 
is rather a fine girl ; she will teach you what it is to 
have a sprightly spirit: nothing lackadaisical about 
her/" 

"I don't think she wiU want to see me, or to 
have me introduced to her. What good can I do 
her ? How can I amuse her ? " 

** Pshaw I Put your bonnet on." 

" Is she proud, imcle ?" 

** Don't know. You hardly imagine she would 
show her pride to me, I suppose ? A chit like that 
-Would scarcely presume to give herself airs with 
the Rector of her parish, however rich she might 
be." 

" No, — ^but how did she behave to other people?" 

** Didn't observe. She holds her head high, and 
probably can be saucy enough where she dare, — she 
wouldn't be a woman otherwise. There, — away now 
for your bonnet at once !" 

Not naturally very confident, a failure of physical 
strength and a depression of spirits had not tended 
to increase Caroline's presence of mind and ease of 
manner, or to give her additional courage to face 
strangers, and she quailed, in spite of self-remon- 
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fitranoe, aa she and her nude walked up the broad, 
paved approach leading from the gateway of Eield- 
head to its porcL She followed Mr* Hdstone 
reluctantly through that porch into the sombre old 
yestibule beyond. 

Very sopabre it was; long^ vast^ and dark: one 
latticed window lit it but dimly; the wide old 
chimney contained now no fire^ for the present warm 
weather needed it not; it was filled instead with 
willow-boughs. The gallery on high^ opposite the 
entrance^ was seen but in outline, so shadowy 
became this haU towards its ceiling; carved stags' 
heads, with real antlers, looked down grotesquely 
from the walls. This was neither a grand nor a 
comfortable house: within as without it was antique, 
rambling, and incommodious. A property of a 
thousand a year belonged to it; which property had 
descended, for lack of male heirs, on a female. There 
were mercantile families in the district boasting twice 
the income, but the Keeldars, by virtue of their 
antiquity, and their distinction of lords of the manor, 
took the precedence of alL 

Mr. and Miss Helstone were ushered into a par- 
lour: of course, as was to be expected in such a 
goihic old barrack, this parlour was lined with oak : 
fine, dark, glossy panels compassed the walls gloomily 
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and grandly. Very handsome^ reader, these shining^ 
brown panels are: very mellow in colouring and 
tasteful in effect, but — if you know what a ^^ Springs 
clean " is — ^very execrable and inhuman. Whoever, 
having the bowels of humanity, has seen servants 
scrubbing at these polished wooden walls with bees-* 
waxed cloths on a warm May day, must allow that 
they are "tolerable and not to be endured;" and 
I cannot but secretly applaud the benevolent barba- 
rian who had painted another and larger apartmdht 
of Fieldhead — the drawing-room to- wit, formerly 
also an oak-room — of a delicate pinky white; 
thereby earning for himself the character of a Hun^ 
but mightily enhancing the cheerfulness of that por- 
tion of his abode, and saving future housemaids a 
world of toil# 

The brown-panelled parlour was furnished all in 
old style, and with real old furniture. On each side 
of the high mantelpiece .stood two antique chairs of 
oak, solid as sylvan thrones, and in one of these sat 
a lady. But if this were Miss Keeldar, she must 
have come of age at least some twenty years ago :: 
she was of matronly form, and though she wore no 
cap, and possessed hair of quite an undimmed auburn, 
shading small and naturally young-looking features^ 
she had no youthful aspect, nor apparently the wish to 
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assume it. Yon could have wished her attire of a 
newer fashion : in a well*-cut9 well-made gown^ hers 
would have been no uncomely presence. It puzzled 
you to guess why a garment of handsome materids 
should be arranged in such scanty folds, and devised 
after such an obsolete mode : you felt disposed to 
set down the wearer as somewhat eccentric at 
once. 

This lady received the visitors with a mixture of 
ceremony and diffidence quite English: no middle- 
aged matron who was not an Englishwoman could 
evince precisely the same manner ; a manner so un- 
certain of herself, of her own merits, of her power to 
please; and yet so anxious to be proper, and, if 
possible, rather agreeable than otherwise. In the 
present instance, however, more embarrassment was 
shewn than is usual even with diffident English- 
women: Miss Helstone felt this, sympathized with 
the stranger, and, knowing by experience what was 
good for the timid, took a seat quietly near her, and 
began to talk to her with a gentle ease, communicated 
for the moment by the presence of one less self- 
possessed than herself. 

She and this lady would, if alone, have at once 
got on extremely well together. The lady had the 
clearest voice imaginable : infinitely softer and more 
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taneM than could have been reasonably expected 
from forty years, and a form decidedly inclined to 
embonpoint. This voice Caroline liked; it atoned 
for the formal, if correct, accent and language : the 
lady would soon have discovered she liked it and her, 
imd in ten minuted they would have been friends. 
But Mr. Helstone stood on the rug looking at them 
both; looking especially at the strange lady with 
his sarcastic, keen eye, that clearly expresssed im- 
patience of her chilly ceremony, and annoyance at 
her want of aplomb. His hard gaze and rasping 
voice discomfited the lady more and more; she' 
tried, however, to get up little speeches about the 
weather, the aspect of the country, &c., but the im- 
practicable Mr. Helstone presently found himself 
somewhat deaf: whatever she said, he afiected not to 
hear distinctly, and she was obliged to go over each 
daborately constructed nothing twice. The effort 
soon became too much for her ; she was just rising in 
a perplexed flutter, nervously murmuring that she 
knew not what detained Miss Keeldar — that she 
would go and look for her, when Miss Keeldar saved 
her the trouble by appearing: it was to be pre- 
sumed at least that she who now came in through a * 
glass-door from the garden owned that name. ' 

There is real grace in ease of manner, and so old 

u 2 
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Helstone felt when an erect, slight girl walked up 
to him, retaining with her left hand her little silk 
apron ftill of flowers, and, giving him her right 
hand, said pleasantly :— 

** I knew yon would come to see me, thongh you 
do think Mr. Yorke has made me a Jacobin. Good- 
morning." 

*'But we'll not have you a Jacobin," returned 
he. ^' No, Miss Shirley, they shall not steal the 
flower of my parish from me: now that you are 
amongst us, you shall be my pupil in politics and 
religion : 111 teach you sound doctrine on both 
points." 

** Mrs. Pryor has anticipated you," she replied, 
turning to the elder lady. " Mrs. Pryor, you know> 
was my governess, and is still my Mend; and of 
all the high and rigid Tories, she is queen ; of aU the 
stanch churchwomen, she is chief. I have been 
well drilled both in theology and history, I assure 
you/ Mr. Helstone." 

The Rector immediately bowed very low to Mrs* 
Pryor, and expi^essed himself obliged to her. 

The ex-governess disclaimed skill either in poU-* 
tical or religious controversy, explained that she 
thought such matters little adapted for female 
minds, but avowed herself in general terms the 
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advocate of order and loyalty, and, of course, truly 
attached to the Establishment. She added, she was 
ever averse to change under any circumstances ; and 
something scarcely audible about the extreme dan- 
ger of being too ready to take up new ideas, closed 
her sentence. 

" Miss Keeldar thinks as you think, I hope, 
madam." 

" Difference of age and difference of temperament 
occasion difference of sentiment," was the reply. 
'* It can scarcely be expected that the eager and 
young should hold the opinions of the cool and 
middle-aged." 

" Oh I oh I we are independent : we think for 
ourselves!" cried Mr. Helstone. "We are a little 
Jacobin, for anything I know : a little free-thinker, 
in good earnest. Let us have a confession of faith 
on the spot." 

And he took the heiress's two hands — causing her 
to let fall her whole cargo of flowers — ^and seated 
her by him on the sofa. 

*' Say your creed," he ordered. 

'' The Apostles' Creed?" 

« Yes.'* 

She said it like a child. 
. ** Now for St. Athanasius's : that's the test P 
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^' Let me gather up my flowers : here is Tartar 
coming* he will tread upon them." 

Tartar was a rather laige* strong* and fierce- 
looking dog, very ugly, being of a breed between 
mastiff and bull-dog* who at this moment entered 
through the glass door, and posting directly to the 
rug, snuffed the fresh flowers scattered there. He 
seemed to scorn them as food ; but probably think- 
ing their velvety petals might be convenient as 
litter* he was turning round preparatory to deposit- 
ing his tawny bulk upon them* when Miss Helstone 
and Miss Eeeldar simultaneously stooped to the 
rescue. 

*^ Thank you*" said the heiress, as she again held 
out her little apron for Caroline to heap the blos- 
soms into it. '^ Is this your daughter, Mr. Hel- 
stone ?" she asked. 

" My niece* Caroline." 

Miss Keeldar shook hands with her, and then 
looked at her. Caroline also looked at her hostess. 

Shirley Keeldar (she had no christian name but 
Shirley: her parents* who had wished to have a 
son, finding that, after eight years of marriage. 
Providence had granted them only a daughter, be- 
stowed on her the same masculine family cognomen 
they would have bestowed on a boy, if with a boy 



ihey bad been blessed) — Shirley Keeldar was no 
ugly heiress: she was agreeable to the eye. Her 
height and shape were not unlike Miss Hektone's : 
perhaps in stature she might have the advantage 
by an inch or two ; she was gracefully made, and her 
face, too, possessed a charm as well described by the 
word grace as any other. It was pale naturally^ 
but intelligent, and of Taried expression. She was 
not a blonde, like Caroline: dear and dark weie 
the characteristics of her aspect as to colour: her 
&ce and brow were clear, her eyes of the darkest 
gray : no green Hghts in them,— transparent, pure, 
neutral gray ; and her hair of the darkest brown. 
Her features were distinguished 5 by which I do not 
mean that they were high, bony, and Soman, being 
indeed rather small and slightly marked than other* 
wise, but only that they were, to use a few French 
words, " fins, gracieux, spirituels : " mobile they were 
and speaking; but their changes were not to be 
understood, nor their language interpreted all at 
once. She examined Caroline seriously, inclining 
her head a little to one side, with a thoughtfid 
air. 

" You see she is only a feeble chick," observed Mr* 
Helstone. 

** She looks young — younger than L How old 
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are you ?" she inquired^ in a maimer that would have 
been patronizing if it had not been extremely solemn 
and simple. 

*^ Eighteen years and six months." 

** And I am twenty-one." 

She said no more ; she had now placed her flowers 
on the table, and was busied in arranging them. 

*' And St. Athanasius's creed?" urged the Rector; 
** you believe it aU — don't you?" 

** I can't remember it quite alL I will give you a 
nosegay, Mr. Helstone, when I have given your 



niece one." 



She had selected a little bouquet of one brilliant, 
and two or three delicate flowers, relieved by a spray 
of dark verdure : she tied it with silk from her work- 
box, and placed it on Caroline's lap; and then she 
put her hands behind her, and stood, bending slightly 
towards her guest, still regarding her, in the attitude 
and with something of the aspect of a grave but 
gallant little cavalier. This temporary expression of 
face was aided by the style in which she wore her 
hair, parted on one temple and brushed in a glossy 
sweep above the forehead, whence it fell in curls 
that looked natural, so free were their wavy undula- 
tions. 

*^ Are you tired with your walk?" she inquired. 
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^^ No — ^not in the least; it is but a short distance 
— but a mile*" 

** You look pale. Is she always so pale?'' she 
asked^ turning to the Kector. 

*^ She used to be as rosy as the reddest of your 
flowers." 

" Why is she altered? What has made her pale ? 
Has she been iU?" 

** She tells me she wants a change.'' 

^* She ought to have one : you ought to give her 
one : you should send her to the sea-coast." 

*' I will, ere summer is over. Meantime, I intend 
her to make acquaintance with you, if you have no 
objection." 

" I am sure Miss Keeldar will have no objection," 
here observed Mrs. Pryor. ^^ I think I may take 
it upon me to say that Miss Helstone's frequent pre- 
sence at Fieldhead will be esteemed a favour." 

** You speak my sentiments precisely, ma'am," 
said Shirley, " and I thank you for anticipating me. 
lict me tell you," she continued, turning again to 
Caroline, ** that you also ought to thank my gover- 
ness ; it is not every one she would welcome as she 
has welcomed you : you are distinguished more than 
you think. This morning, as soon as you are gone, 
I shall ask Mrs. Pryor's opinion of you. I am apt to 
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rely on her judgment of character^ for hitherto I 
have found it wondrous accurate. Abready I f<»eBee 
a fiivourable answer to my inquiries : do I not guess 
rightly, Mrs. Pryor?" 

<^ My dear — ^you said but now you would aek my 
opinion when Miss Helstone was gone ; I am scarcdy 
likely to give it in her presence." 

^^ No — and perhaps it will be long enough before 
I obtain it. I am sometimes sadly tantalized, Mr. 
Helstone, by Mr& Fryor^s extreme caution: her 
judgments ought to be correct when they come, for 
they are often as tardy of delivery as a lord-chan- 
cellor's: on some people's characters I cannot get 
her to pronounce sentence, entreat as I may." 

Mrs. Pryor here smiled. 

^' Yes," said her pupil, *^ I know what that smile 
means : you are thinking of my gentleman-tenant. 
Do you know Mr. Moore of the Hollow ?" she asked 
Mr. Hdstone. 

^' Ay 1 ay 1 your tenant — so he is: you have seen 
a good deal of him, no doubt, since you came?" 

^^ I have been obliged to see him : there was busi- 
ness to transact Business I Beally the word makes 
me conscious I am indeed no longer a girl, but quite 
a woman, and something more. I am an esquire : 
Siirley £eeldar, Esquir^ ought to be my style imd 
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title. Thej gave me a man's name ; I hold a man's 
position: it is enough to inspire me with a touch of 
manhood ; and when I see such people as that stately 
Anglo-Belgian — that Gerard Moore before me, 
gravely taUdng to me of business, really I feel quite 
gentlemanlike. You must choose me for your 
churchwarden, Mr. Helstone, the next time you 
elect new ones : they ought to make me a magistrate 
and a captain of yeomanry : Tony Lumpkin's mother 
was a colonel, and his aunt a justice of the peace — 
why shouldn't I be?" 

** With all my heart If you choose to get up « 
requiffltion on the subject, I promise to head the list 
of signatures with my name. But you were speak* 
ing of Moore?" 

^^ Ah ! yes. I find it a little difficult to understand 
Mr. Moore — ^to know what to think of him : whether 
to like him or not. He seems a tenant of whom any 
proprietor might be proud — ^and proud of him I am^ 
in that sense — ^but as a neighbour, what is he ? Again 
and again I have entreated Mrs. Fryor to say what 
she thinks of him, but she still evades returning a 
direct answer. I hope you will be less oracular, Mr. 
Helstone, and pronounce at once : do you like him ?^ 

*^ Not at all, just now : his name is entirely blotted 
from my good books." 
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" What is the matter? What has he done ?" 

^^ My uncle and he disagree on politics^" interposed 
the low voice of Caroline. She had better not have 
spoken just then : having scarcely joined in the con- 
versation before, it was not apropos to do it now : 
she felt this, with nervous acuteness, as soon as she 
had spoken, and coloured to the eyes. 

** What are Moore's politics?" inquired Shirley. 

'^ Those of a tradesman," returned the Rector; 
'* narrow, selfish, and unpatriotic. The man is 
eternally writing and speaking against the continu- 
ance of the war : I have no patience with him." 

^* The war hurts his trade. I remember he remarked 
that only yesterday. But what other objection have 
you to him?" 

" That is enough." 

^^ He looks the gentleman, in my sense of the term," 
pursued Shirley, " and it pleases me to think he is 
such." 

Caroline rent the Tyrian petals of the one brilliant 
flower in her bouquet, and answered, in distinct tones 
' — " Decidedly he is." Shirley, hearing this courage- 
ous affirmation, flashed an arch, searching glance at 
the speaker from her deep, expressive eyes. 

" You are his friend, at any rate," she said; ** you 
defend him in his absence." 
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*' I am both his friend and his relative," was the 
prompt reply. *^ Robert Moore is my cousin." 

** Oh, then, you can tell me all about him. Jusi 
give me a sketch of his character." 

Insuperable embarrassment seized Caroline when 
this demand was made : she could not, and did not 
attempt to comply with it. Her silence was im- 
mediately covered by Mrs. Pryor, who proceeded to 
address sundry questions to Mr. Helstone regarding 
a family or two in the neighbourhood, with whose 
connections in the south she said she was acquainted. 
Shirley soon withdrew her gaze from Miss Helstone's 
face. She did not renew her interrogations, but 
returning to her flowers, proceeded to choose a nose- 
gay for the Rector. She presented it to him as he 
took leave, and received the homage of a salute on 
the hand in return. 

" Be sure you wear it for my sake," said she. 
Next my heart, of course," responded Helstone* 

Mrs. Pryor, take care of this future magistrate, this 
churchwarden in perspective, this captain of yeo- 
manry, this young squire of Briarfield, in a word: 
don't let him exert himself too much : don't let him 
break his neck in hunting : especially, let him mind 
how he rides down that dangerous hill near the 
HoUow." 
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*^ I like a descent," said l^iirley — '^ I like to clear 
it rapidly ; and especially I like tbat romantic H<^ 
I0W9 with all my heart" 

" Romantic — ^with a mill in it ?" 

^ Komantic with a mill in it. The old imll and 
the white cottage are each admirable in its way." 
And the counting-house, Mr. Keeldar?" 
The counting-house is better than my bloom- 
coloured drawing-room : I adore the counting- 
house." 

** And the trade? The cloth — ^the greasy wocd — 
the polluting dyeing-vats ?" 

** The trade is to be thoroughly respected." 

*' And the tradesman is a hero ? Good I" 

«I am glad to hear you say so: I thought the 
tradesman looked heroic" 

Mischief, spirit, and glee sparkled all over her faco 
as she thus bandied words with the old Cossack, who 
almost equally enjoyed the tilt. 

'* Captain Keeldar, you have no mercantile blood 
in your veins : why are you so fond of trade?" 

*^ Because I am a mill-owner, of course. Half my 
income comes from the works in that Hollow." 

" Don't enter into partnership, that's alL" 

" You 've put it into my head ! you 've put it into 
my head I" she exclaimed, with a joyous laugh. ** It 
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^?n3l never get out : thank you." And waving her 
liand, white as a lily and fine as a fairy's^ she vanished 
within the porch, while the Rector and his niece 
passed out through the arched gateway. 
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3Rmnt ffittioni^ 



JANE E7BE : an Autobiography. By GUEBEE BELL. 

Third Edition, with Preface by the Author, 3 vols, post 8vo., 1/. 11*. Qd. doth. 

** Avery pathetic tole^Tery singnlar: and so like the truth, that it is difficult to avoid beliering 
that much of the characters and incidents are taken from life. It is a book for the enjoyment of a 
feeling heart and vigorous understanding.'' — Blackroood*s Magazine. 

** A book of decided power. The thoughts are true, sound, and original. The object and moral of 
the work are excellent."— JBxamin^r. 

** A very remarkable book." — Q;uarterly Review, 

THE EMIGBANT FAMILY ; or, the Australian Settler. 

By ALEXANDER HABEIS, Author of " Settlers and Convicts." 
3 vols, post 8vo., price 11, 11«. Qd, cloth. 

** This is what Milton called a real booh—a, book afibrding solid information as well as lively 
entertainment.''— Daity News. 

*< These vohimes comprise scenes so unique, and character so strongly marked, as to carry the 
reader onward to the close with undiminished interest."— JEcfoc^u; Review, 

** An exceedingly lively and interesting picture of the every-day life of an Australian settler."— 
Weetmituter Beviefc. 

EBNESTO DI BIFALTA ; a Tale of Italian Bevolution. 

By the Author of "Notes of a Two Years' Residence in Italy." 

In 3 vols, post 8yo. 

" A true philosophical view of politics in Italy, presented in the form of a tale, which is well sustained 
and often powerful and interesting."— Spectofo^r. 

" An interesting and well-writien narrative of the affairs of Italy during the past two years."— 
Britannia, 

" An eloquent and interesting book ; which no one will read unmoved who has taken any interest In 
the gallant struggle for Boman liberty."— fcamtn^r. 

LOFODEN ; or, the Exiles of Norway. 

By E. W. LANDOE, Author of " The Bushman." 
2 vols, post 8vo., price 11. Is, cloth. 

« An interesting and affecting narrative."— Jtfomini; Post. 

•* The story is simple, natural, and most interesting,"— 0&«crc<?r. 

" There is remarkable power in this wotk^r^Moming Chronicle. 

TBEVETHLAN : a Cornish Story. 

By WILLIAM DAVY WATSON, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. 
3 vols, post 8vo., price 11, 11«. 6d, cloth. 

" Trevethlan is a novel which fascinates the reader, and the memory of which he will not willingly 
let die."— ^omin^ Chronicle, 

** A good story, cleverly managed, and told in a manly tone."— £ramm«r. 
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ROSE, BLANCHE, AND VIOLET. 

Bj G. H. LEWES, Esq. 
3 vols, post 8to., price 1/. 11*. Od, doth. 

** Mr. Lewet If s tateher u hbH u a narrator. Them if no book In oar tecoUeetion wbere infir- 
mity of purpose it more keenly anatomised or more sacoessfally demonstrated."— ^£xami4i«r. 

<* Mr. Levee cakee a high position among oar n^ToUsts; lie possenes no ordinary imrifht into the 
hmua Intrt."— jyosir't Ma^ossiiM. 



ADVENTTTBES OF AN AIDE-DE-CAMP; 

Or, a Campaign in Calabria. 

By JAMES GBANT, Esq., Author of "The Romance of War." 

3 vols., post 8yo., price 1/. 11«. 6d. cloth. 

" Overflowing with adrentnre^adTentnre in the camp and in the chamber, and by the road-side; 
soldiers' adventures, travellers' adventures, lovers' adventures, murders and abductions, battles, and 
suddcQ deaths, in the romantic land of Calabria." — Atias. 

** A book of Tarioofl and stirring adventure."— >5perra^o»*. 

THE GAP OF BABNESMOBE : 

A Tale of the Revolution of 1688. 
3 vols, post 8vo., price \L 11#. ^, cloth. 

" A book fuggestive of political consideratioof of the highest present interett and api^Ucabllity to the 
past and present state of Ireland."— IHc6lin VnivtrHty Magcaeine, 

** The auth<ur is a writer of ability, and he seems to be acquainted with the local features of (he 
country he is writing about, as well as the history of the timet."— ;S^ecta^or. 

*' An historical romance, finely conceived and ably written. It possesses one great merit^it is free 
from party feeling."— i^ritonnto. 

TALES OF THE COLONIES ; or, the Adventures of an 

Emigrant. 

By CHARLES ROWCROET, Esq. 
5th Edit. fcp. 8vo., price 6*. 

" * Tales of the Colonies' is an able and interesting book. 'The author has the first great requi- 
site in fiction— a knowledge of the life he undertakes to describe; and his matter is solid and real."— 
Spectator. 

" The book is manifestly a mixture of fact and fiction, yet it gives, we have every reason to believe, 
a true picture of a settler's life in that country ; and is thickly interspenied with genuine and useful 
information."— CAamfr«rs's Edinburgh Jcumai, 

THE BUSHSANGEB OF VAN DIEMEN'S LAND : 

Being a Second Series of " Tales of the Colonies." 

By CHARLES ROWCROET, Esq. 

3 vols, post 8vo., price \L lis. Qd, 

" These volumes have the same qualities that gained so much popularity for the auttior's orevions 
work, * Tales of the Colonies.' "^Britannia. preTiwo 
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mitxki xif fratttral informatfom 



THE BAILWAYS OF THE TTNITED KINGDOM 

Statistically Considered. 

In relation to their Extent^ Capital^ Amalgamations, Debentures^ Pinancial 
Position^ Acts of Parliament oy wMch regulated^ Creation and AppHoation 
of Shares, Calls, Dividends, &c., &c.; condsMy arranged from solely 
authentic documents : together with ^Ae JSailway AecounU rendered upon a 
Uniform Flan, 

By HAERY 6CRIVEN0B, 

Secretary to the Liverpool Stock Exchange, and Author of " History of the 

Iron Trade." 

1 thick vd. 8vo., price 1/. Is, doth. 

" A work embracing the entire ftatlstics, fo far as they can be gathered from aathentie doeamentt, 
of the railwaya of the United Kingdom. The flnancial hietory of eaCh company, and iti dependenotes. 
is detailed In a well-arranged form, together with their prewftt petition, and every point of neefu 
ofl3ciaI information." — Times, 

** The name of ' Scrivenor ' will beneefortta be an authority ia All matten eomprlied wltlUn the limits 
of this vrotk.*'-'Bailmay Ckroniclf. 

" Unquestionabljr tin most edmpiete work of the kind which hat inned tnm the ptem,'*'^JEtaUn»ay 
Record, 

"A carefuUy compiled^ well timed, and valuable book, of great ute to all interested in railways."— 
Bconomist, 

*' A complete encyclopsedia of railway information and statistics."— J3anftcr«' Mttgaxifu, 

** A. complete and perfect manual for the informatioa of investors, and invaluable to the general 
statistician /'—^orntn^ Herald. 

** Mr. Bcrivenor has uken great pains to arrive at aocuracj ; and be bat been rery auceeitftil." — 
HerapaWs Railwaff Journal, 

«'Iilteresting alike to the shareholder, the statistician, the statesman, and the general reader."— 
Mining Journal, 



SCBIVENOR'S HISTORT OF THE IRON TRADE. 

Demy 8vo., price 15*. cloth. 

" Mr. ScrivenoPs History is written with elaborate research and anxious care, and goes into and 
exhausts the entire sufciiect." — Tail's Magazine, 

GILBART'S HISTORY OF ANCIENT COHMESCS. 

Post 8vo., price 7«. Qd. cloth. 

" A work useful to itndeflts of political economy, and interesting to the general rcidef."— ^boii^misf. 

VAN SOMMER'S TABLES OF CONSOLS; 

Exhibiting the various Eluctuations in 3 per Cent. Consols from 1789 to 
1848 inclusive. 

4to.4 price 1/. 1*. cloth. 
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SMALL'S HEBCAKTILE TABLES OF BENGAL 

FBODUCE. 

1 vol. 4to., 2/. 10«. Any Table m»y be had separately, price 7<. td. 

THE FAEMEB'S FBIEND : 

A Periodical Record of Recent Discoveries, Iinpro?einents, and Practical 
Suggestions in Agriculture. 

1 vol. post 8yo., price Is, 6d, doth. 

" Tb« dfltifn of thif work it ezoellent, and calculated to do good ferrlce to agtieultiinl scSenoe. The 
editor has perfonned biy task irtlL'*^M0min{r ChronieU. 

FIDDINGTON'S SAILOR'S HOKN-BOOE OF STORMS. 

1 YoL 8yo., price 10«. 6d,, vith Charts and Storm Cards. 

<' A ralqable manual of tbe law of storms. We wish we could be sure that it would be in erery ship , 
in which English is read."— AtXMiuntm. 

" A valuable practical work."— i^a«/ical Magtaine, 

** An eKCeedingly useftel manual on an Important sul^eet, inlemting to the meteorologist as well as 
the mariner." — Wntmiiuter BevUw, 

- Tbe law of storms and the mode of erading them are werj tidlj bandied Wy Mr. Ffddington.**— 

THOM ON STORMS IN THE INDIAN OCEAN 

SoTTTH OF THE Equatob ; with Suggestions on the means of avoiding them. 

1 vol. 8vo., with Map and Plates, price 12s, cloth. 
'* The work before us is most valnable to seamen."— iVau^icoZ Magazine, 

HUGHES ON THE DUTIES OF JX7D6E ADVOCATES. 

Post Svo., price 7s. cloth. 

** Captain Hughes's little volume wiU well supply the absence of that full and particular information 
which officers suddenly appointed to act as * deputy Judge advocates ' must have felt the want of. even 
thooffb tolerably well versed in military law."— Spee/o/or. 

'< This book is a digest as well as a compilatiod, and may be emphatically called * Tbo Hand-book 
of MiUtary JusUoe.' "— ^flos. 

FOCOCE ON ASSURANCES UPON LIVES; 

Including the different Systems of Life Assurance now in use ; the Principles, 
Terms, and Tables of Seventy London Assurance Offices, &c. 

1 vol. post Syo. price Is, cloth. 

" Those who are likely to have recourse to life insurance, will do wisely in consulting this familiar i 
(jcplanation of its naiore and advantages."— ^tote. 
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Sir J. HERSGHEL'S ASTRONOMICAI. OBSERVATIONS. 

Made during the Years 1834-5-6-7-8, at the Cape of Good Hope; being 
the completion of a Telescopic Survey of the whole Surface of the visible 
Heavens, commenced in 1825. 

In 1 vol. royal 4to., with Eighteen Plates, price 4/. 4*. 



Under the Auspices ofU. M, Government, and of the Hon, the Court of Directors of 

the East India Company. 

FAUNA ANTIQUA SIVALENSIS : 

The Fossil Zoolo^ of the Sewalik Hills, in the North of India. By Hugh 
FALcomBE, M.1)., P.R.S., F.L.S., P.G.S., &c. &c., and Peoby T. Catjtlet, 

. F,ll.S., P.L.S., F.G.S., Major in the Bengal Artillery, &c. &c. Edited by 
Dr. Hugh Falconer. The Fossil Bones drawn from Nature and on Stone 
by G. H. Ford and Assistants. 

*^ The 'work will be completed in aboat Twelve parts, each containing twelve folio 
plates. The descriptive letterpress will be printed in royal octavo. Price of each Fart One 
Guinea. Parts I. to IX. have appeared. 

'* A work of immense labour and recearch Nothing has ever appeared in lithography In this 

country at all comparable to these plates ; and as regards the representations of minute osseous tex- 
ture by Mr. Ford, they are, perhaps, the most perfect that have yet been produced in any country."— 
Addrest of the Prefident of the Oeological Society of London. 



Published with the Approval of the Lords Commissioners of Her Majesty's Treasury. 

DABWIN'S GEOLOGICAL OBSERVATIONS; made 
during the Voyage of H.M.S. Beagle, 

Paet I-^— On Coral Foemations. 

8vo., with Plate and Woodcuts, 15s. in cloth. 
Part n. — ^On the Yolcaiqc Islands op the Atlantic and Pacipic Oceans. 

Svo., with Map, 10s. 6d. cloth, 
Pakt m.— On the Geology op South Amebica. 

8vo., with Maps and Plates, 12^. doth. 

CAPTAIN ASTLEY COOPER KEY'S 

NABBATIVE of the EECOVERT of H.M.S. 60B60N, 
Stranded in the Bay of Monte Video. 

1 vol. 8vo., with Plates. Price 7*. Qd. cloth. 
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Works recetUfy published under the Authority qfthe Lords Commissioners of the 

Admiralty, 

*i^* la order to secnre to science the ftiD advantage of discoveries in Natanl History, the 
Lords Commmissioners of Her M^jestr's Treasury have been pleased to make a liberal graat 
of money towards defirayiug part of the expenses of the following important pnUiflaSons. 
They have, in consequence, been undertaken on a scale worthy of the high patronage thas 
received, and are offered to the public at a mnch lower price than would otherwise have beea 
possible. 

I. 

DE. ANDBEW SMITH'S ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE 

ZOOLOGY OF SOUTH AFRICA. 

This work is now oompleted in Twenty-eight royal 4to. Parts, price 16A 

i^*^ Farts required to complete subscribers' copies may be had, price lOs., 12«., or 14«. 
eadi. 

n. 

THE ZOOLOGY of the VOYAGE of H.M.S. SULPHUR. 

1^ Ten royal 4to, Parts. Completei price 5/. ; or in cloth binding, 5/. 10^. 

in. 

THE BOTANY of the VOYAGE of H.M.S. SULPHUR. 

Complete, in Six seved Farts, price 3/. ; or in clotli binding, 8/. it. 



CAPT. THOS. BEOWN'S WORKS ON NATURAL HISTORY. 
BECENT CONGHOLOGY OF GBEAT BRITAIN. 

Drawn and Coloured from Nature. In 1 vol. royal 4to., illustrated with 59 Plates, 

price 63«. doth, 

FOSSn. GONCHOLOGT OF GREAT BRITAIN. 

Complete in 1 vol. royal dsto, price 5/. 10^. coloured ; 3/. 15*. plain. 

Separate Numbers may be had to complete subscribers' copies, 3*. each, coloured 5 

2s, plain. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE GENERA OF BIRDS. 

Now publishing in Numbers, royal 4to., each containing 4 Plates, price 3*. coloured. 

Part I. is just completed, price 36*. cloth. 

ELEMENTS OF FOSSIL GONCHOLOGT. 

12 Plates, fcap. 8vo., price 5*. doth* 

ALPHABETICAL LIST OF SHELLS. 

On a Sheet, price 1*. 

« 



f 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY SMITH, ELDER AND Ca 



11 



Oriental an)y Colonial* 



^■wHm 



A HIST0K7 of the BEIGNINa FAMILY of LAHORE. 

With some Account ol the Sikh Soldiers and their Sirdars. 
Edited by MAJOR G. CAEMICHAEL SMYTH, Third Bengal Light Cavalry. 

8yo., price 12s, doth. 

THE FUN JAUB : an Account of the Country of the Sikhs. 

By LIEUT.-COL. STEINBACH, late of the Lahore Service, 
Post Svo., price 6 «* doth, with Mb^. 

" There is much infonnation in this volume, condensed into brief space, about a people to whom 
late occurrences hare given a common interest."— JSxamin^r. 

FABBUET'g HAND-BOOK FOR INDIA AND EGYPT. 

Second Edition, post 8vo., with a Map, price 12s, doth. 

" Mr. Parbury's worlt is the best Topographical Guide to the countries to which it refers we have 
ever seen." — Standard, 

COOPER'S INVALID'S GUIDE TO MADEIRA. 

Pep. 8vo., price 4*. cloth gilt. 

" A work which may be consulted with advantage."— 5ir James Clarke on Climate, 

THE PRACTICAL SUGAR PLANTER : 

A complete account of the Cultivation and Manufacture of the Sugar-Cane, 
according to the latest and most improved Processes, .being the xtesult of 
Sixteen Years' actual Experience as a Sugar-Planter. 

By LEONABD WEAY, Esq. 

1 vol. 8vo., with numerous Slustratious, price One Guinea. 

"'The Practical Sugar Planter' is a most useful book, containing more condensed and solid 
general information than we have ever before found collected on the subject of which it treats. To 
the actual planter it will be found a most valuable work," ^Colonial Magazine, 

" Mr. Wray's work is of commanding interest. It is full of practical details, and will be an excel- 
lent guide to planters." — Economist, 

** The book is overflowing with valuable information ; it is immeasurably the best practical work 
which has been written on the subject." — Atlas, 

** Mr. Wray is weU qualified to write on this subject; and it has been his especial object to intro- 
duce such improvements in the culture of the cane and manufacture of sugar as a long series of 
OKperimeots demonstrated to be ivtdicloQB,*'—JLthenaum, 

** This work is ably written, and there is that system in it which assurea us its author is to be de- 
pended on. We liearlily recommend it to tlie attention of all West India planters." — Weekly 
Chronicle, 

" No less remarkable for the information it contains, than useful for the comparison it affords of 
the advantages and defects of the different systems of treating the sugar plant."— if omtn^ Herald, 

PORTER ON THE SUGAR CANE. 

New Edition, revised, with Plates, demy 8to., price 13«. doth. 
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AK ACCOUNT OF THE SETTLEMENT OF NEW 
FLTMOUTH, IN NEW ZEALAND. 

By CHARLES HURSTHOUSB, Jun. 
Post 8vo., with a Plan and Tiye Views, price 6«. doUu 

" The merit of this book eontiftt in the full and impuiial ■oeouat it glvet of the fettlement, and 
the aoond ndrloe which accompanies it"— SjMttator. 

** The field Mr. Hartthooee sttrreyt is not a wide one, but hit rlew of it ii complete and 
exact."— JH/annia. 

** To the intendinc emifrant thif work eupplief valuable and norel informatioii."— FVM^ News. 

" A plain, leniible bookr—BeoHamUi, 

SAVAGE LIFE IN AUSTRALIA & NEW ZEALAND. 

By G. P. ANGAS. 
Second Edition, in 2 vols, post 8yo., price 1/. 4t8, doth. Plates and Guts. 

** Mr. Angat*k Tolumee will do more to JWmlliariM our countrymen with the scenery and nathnes of 
the colonies described than any other work with which we are acquainted."— JArleetftc RettUm. 

" These two volumes afford on the whole the most falthfol pictures of sarage life in Australia and 
New Zealand jet published."— TTseMy ChronUsU, 



ChucattonaL 



JEBMTN'S BOOK OF ENGLISH EPITHETS. 

Imperial 8to. price 9s, doth. 

*' The plan punued In this Tolume Is to take a snbstantire, and give all the epithets which hare 
been employed by our best writers to quality it What Mr. Jermyn has done he has done welL"— 
BritamUa, 

ME. THOBPE'S "WOEKS ON ANGLO-SAXON LITEBATUEE. 

I. 
ANALECTA ANGLO-SAXONICA 

A New Edition, conrected and revised. Post 8vo., price 12tf cloth. 

II. 

ANGLO-SAXON VERSION of AFOLLONIUS of TTBE. 

With a Literal Translation, &c. Post Svo., price 6^. 

m. 

A GRAMMAR OF THE ANGLO-SAXON TONGUE. 

Traiislated from the Danish of ERASMUS RASE. 8to., price 12<. 
♦ — — ♦ 
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' 

ELEMENTAEY WORKS ON SOCIAL SCIENCE. 

Uniform, in fcap. 8vq., half-bound. 

INTEODUGTION TO THE SOCIAL SCIENGES.-2«. 

n. 

OUTLINES OF SOCIAL ECONOMY.-U 6^. 

in* 

» 

QX7ESTI0NS AND ANSWERS on the Arrangements and 

Eelations of Social Life.— S^. 

IV. 

OUTLINES OF THE UNDERSTANDING.-2*- 

'* The author of these Tarious manuals of the social sciences has the art of stating clearly the 
abstnue points of political economy and metaphysics, and making them level to every understand* 
ing," ^Economiit, 



PARENTS' CABINET of Amusement and Instruction. 

6 vols, price 3«. 6d, each. Each volume is complete in itself, and may be 

had sepairately. 

*< This little work contains Just that description of reading which wiU be beneficial to young chil- 
dren." — (Quarterly Journal of Edueation* 

LITTLE STORIES from the Parlour Printing Press. 

By the Author of the " Parent's Cabinet." Royal 18mo., price 2s, %d, cloth. 

*« A very nice little book for children."— TTceWy Chronicle, 

THE PEOaBESS OF CREATION. 

By MARY ROBERTS. Fcap. 8vo., price 2*. half-bound. 

" We have seldom met with a work in which instruction and entertainment are more happily 
blended."— Time*. 

** This beautiful volume forms an instructive coUection of striking facts, interspersed with amiable 
reflections."— £(p«cto^ar. 

INVESTIGATION ; or, Travels in the Boudoir. 

By CAROLINE A. HALSTED. Fcap. 8vo., with Plates, is. 6d. cloth. 

" An elegantly-written and kighly instructive work for young people.". 



*- 



•m^mrmmtmum 



14 BOOKS PUBUSHCD BY BMfTH, ttJPBII AND CO. 



WitlifiiOM. 



BEV. DB. CB0L7S SEBM0N8. 

1 vol. 8yo.» price 10#. M. elofh. 

" Of all th« theological pfodoctlonfl of Dr. Croly whieh bare lUlon under oar notfeo, wo think thii 
Tolume, in many roipeeti, the moat strlUnK, and tho mott likel j parmanantly to wtabliah hii fame as 
an original, oflbetiTt, and eloquoit preacher.'**— i^rUonfUo. 

TESTIMONY TO THE TRUTH; 

Or, the Autobiography of a converted Atheist. 
2d Edit. 1 ToL fciH!>. 8to., is. 6d. dotL 

" A Ttrjr intereating aeeonnt of tlie erperieneaa of an intelligent and alaeere nind on the aabjeet of 
religion. We can honestly recommend the booli to the notice of our reader*."— JBcImtMc Sevietv, 

** The hoolL is eameitly written ; and ezpre«sef the conrictions of a aincere Clirlitian, whose own 
experience sufficed to reclaim lUm." — EeonamUt. 

** The worli we trust will obtain a wide circulation, especially amongst classes opoaed to the egntagion 
of sceptical assoclati<»B. Eren to firm betierers it is calculated to be waej pro^lable." 

Btfangetteal Kagazine. 

" The history of the conrerslon of an indiridual mind has never been more minutely traced : the 
piychologlcal phenomena revealed have never been more ourloiia and sufgeftive ; and ttM incidents 
have never been described with more minute fidelity."*— ^ftat. 

ANDBEW STEINIIETZ'S NOVITIATE ; 

Or, a Year among the English Jesuits, 
Second Edition, with Hemoir and Portrait, 1 vol post 8?o., 7<. M ototh,* 

" This is a remarliable booli. It describes, with a welcome minuteness, the daily, nigbtly, hourly 
occupations of the Jesuit Novitiates at Btonyhurst, their religious exercises and manners, in private 
and together ; and deplete, with considerable acuteness and power, the oonflaota irf mi inttf Ugent^ sws- 
ceptible, honest-purposed spirit, while passing through such a process."— J^rifieA UtiAartwr^ lUviue. 

" This is as singular a booli of iU kind as has appeared since Bianco White's 'Letters of Dobiado,' 
with the advantage of dealing with the Jesuits in England, instead of Popery in Spain."— 5i»«;/a(9r. 

** If it be desirable to Icnow what is that mode of training by which the Jeenlt system pw p— e s its 
novices for tlieir duties, tliis is the book to inform us, for it is a ehroniole of actual axpwienoe." 

JBritannia. 

STEINMETZ'S JESXHT IN THE FAMILT: 

A Tale. In 1 vol. post Svo., 98. cloth. 

" A well- written and powerful novel, constructed for the development of Jesuit praciieeej and to ihow 
the Jesuit in action. The interest in some parts is intensely wrought up."-WoAn BuU, 
** Bemarlua>Ie for force of ideas and originality in atyle."— JBrtlowMo, 

THE JJFZ AND ADVENTTTBES OF ZAMBA, 

An African Negro King; and his Experience of Slavery in South Carolina. 

Written by himself. 

Post 8yo«, price 7s. M. dotL 

" We have never read a more life-like book. There is a simplicity about the style and incidenti that 
is quite CrtuoUh."'-'Wf0My ChroniteU. 

" A very well-written, interesting, and useful volume ; useful, because it is another and severe blow 
levelled against the accursed stronghold of slavery."— TTeeA^ JDUpateh* 

•< It has a Robinson Crusoe sort of interest."— iS[pecto<or. 
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MBS. ELLIS'S FICTUBES OF PBIVATE LIFE. 

In 3 vols. fcap. 8yo., prioe 5«. each, cloth. Each Yolume is complete in 

itself and may be pnrchased separately. 



BEV. R. W. EVANS'S RECTORY OF VALEHEAD. 

Thirteenth Edition, price 6^. doth. 

" UBlverwUf and oordiaUy do w« reeomaend this dellghtAal Tolmne. We lieUeire no pencil eonld 
read this work and not be the better for its pious and touching lessons."— Zri<«rafy Gazette. 



EBV. CHABLES B. TAYLEB'S WORKS. 

I. 
RECORDS OF A GOOD MAN'S LIFE. 

Seventh Edition, in one voL small Svo., price 7s, bound in cloth. 

II. 

MONTAaXTE ; OR, IS THIS BELI0ION P 

A Page from the Book of the Worid. 
New Edition, fcap. 8vo., Illustrated, price 6^. cloth, and 9s, morocco extra. 

IIL 

SERMONS on the Doctrines and Duties of Christianity. 

Second Edition, demy 12mo., price Bs, boards* 

IV. 

THE CHILD OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND^ 

Price ^8> neatly half bound. 

SOCIAL EVILS, AND 'irHEIB REMEDY. 

A Series of Narratives. 

In 8 Numbers, sold separately, price l^. M, each, or complete in 4t vob. 

half-bound, price 4^. each vol 

** The design of Mr. Tajrler is praiseworthy, his object being to counteract, by a series of tales, lllns- 
tratlTe of the power and necessity of religion in the daily and hourly concerns of life, ' the conf^on 
of error with truth in Miss Martineau's Entertaining Stories.' "—CAris/ian JUmem^raneer, 
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SABGANT'S CHRISTIAN'S STTKBAT COMPANION. 

Post 8vo., price Si. doth. 

ft 

'* W« oonllallf rteommnid this' toIobm to tb« headt of fiunillM* uid alto ■• an admirable schoo 
book to be read on Sunday morning to ichoUn, before proceeding to the temple of God." 

Ckmreh and State Gazeti 

THE FAMIL7 SANCTUARY ; 

A Form of Domestic Devotion for every Sabbath in the Tear. 

Second Edition, 8vo., price 7^. 6i. half-bonnd in doth. 

SCRIPTURAL EPITAPHS : 

A Selection of Passages from Scripture suitable for Christian Epitaphs 

Price 28. 6(f. doth lettered. An Edition on large paper, price 4^. doth* 



^tttnt $oetr^* 



CUBBEB, ELLIS, AND ACTON BELL'S POEMS. 

Fcap. 8vo., is. cloth. 

MADONNA PIA, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By J. G. GRANT. 

■pritli Prontispieces by Mulready. In 2 vols, post Syo., 15*. cloth. 

STBIL, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By J. J. MINCHIN, Author of " Trafford." 
1 yol. fcap. Svo., 5«. cloth. 

WILLIAM THOM'S RHYMES & RECOLLECTIONS. 

Third Edition, with a Portrait, post Syo., price 4a. An Edition on krge 

paper, 8vo., 7*. 6d. 
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